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■hoi#' ^»t'ir«fvr'V^rk > '” we ’ 

■et&tion; oS(lch';I f^ak-i^becbilniag'-i^l^i^s^^b^^:. 

But Mr. Ctantjiere lias not 'been! dty 

•V'^-r suppose it’s fery much th^'Ssune , :^t. ! ii^.^^ v? 
•Set,’” he says. “Bve m$t on^for two Ani^c^^aer-* 
esses over there,” jfe points towards London. ‘ .’^They 
arte veryibUch lace othfer.tromen, I think, average about;: 
"thesameUs English peeress.es, don't you know.” 

■ , He knows American peeresses ! .“Ah, you are lij» 
touch with English soci^/’ l remark.* ; 

4 ‘ Oh, no, jusj at present I lcnow very little about ft* 
I have very little time to know about it. Yerjsefe,- 1 4 
afif trying, to make myself a business man." • «*. 

Just* here With a gregt white flash Bulged Bile 
Exterminator flies past us. *V-; . ' 

“I thought I had got riji of that thing,” he laggfrS; 
“though it had followed me through India andCeyhA 
I imagined I fpd left it for good* at Cape Town. 'V S 
Bulger’s Bile Exterminator la Central Africa bfonndg 
Amazon.; But here in civilization again behoidfl 
ever present Bulger’s.”. Then he adds lat^bHl 
“I say, do you like wagers ? ” ^ ; 

“When I win?” : * 

“Veiy well, let us make a bet, just fo r om &j 
lay you even I guess nearer to thelMMHK 
^ulgef signs we shall pass between 
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tfl«- : HS : flyp. and 'titi%-qtosaiers ” .. 

^-*^^W^\,The;orife,,neM^ ; t6" : ^.a , ^, ; , ^ _ , t ,. 

wins. “ .With • 

3^i»,a! jpiece c*f paper* ‘|tjs«Qjy-9ev«g,”. ; -. •',?,• ’ 

1^- after a minute's? pertinent thougfit, -pencil “Sf-* 
remarking, “We’ve.passed two^ already.. They 
'CQuat'i '■ 

.;• ‘^Certainly; they are included. ” • ] •••. • *« •' 

Theseupon we go to looking for Bulger’s BUd Exter? . 
initiators a%d it occupies us very pleasantly ; Mr. prim* 



*" 'f^$id$ of *a - pig-pen, partly, erajsjsd,/ By tie ra?er* 
a.,, w itl oers rubbing up against it; , As* near Jack*>'<, 
Jpavfesfthe signs become more numerous;, vre^.-^at^ 
'‘ffflgfaM we run into the station a large one .'faces-:'- 


,«ns. • ■ * , . .• • ; . 

'v lie aayftk f ‘Thfere ^hre fourteen. You art .*rarf/ .. 

right,” I return* apd point to azoti^r ■.<■ 
^f;- np p ^ ’^ ^ | sy fc -of the track, placed fhere by^tW^ 
" '' ' * ifeatch the eyes of . passengers .locking 
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The time seems to have passed rapidly. WhV 
have* talked about I scarcely remember, save th#j[f 
was interesting , # What he ha.? said to me I haS^ 
know; only it wasn't poetry and was generally com?jy 
sense. It was masculine, that's what if was ! That's* 1 
the definition for it— masfculine* 

The afternoon* seems to have * made us friends. As 
<^ir car stops in the^St. Augustine depot Mr. Cranmer^ 
remarks: “You'll permit my attending to your lug- 1 
gage, Miss Bulgee and getting' a hack for you. I am 
a traveller.'' 

r 

With this he disappears; leaving me thinking: “A 
traveller! What kind of a traveller?” 

A few wrds from Miss Parkins and her frien^in the 
seat behind me make me start: “They act." remarks 
that spiteful spinster, “ so that I expect when she gets 
up to see a cascade of rice fall ou* of her skirts! ”•* 

In a fTasli I am up and at the doo* of- the car to pijT 
vent* Mr. Cranmere doing too mu<*h for me; 
to find Mrs: Armitage and her daughter Mira¥\ 

• Mr. Jonas Compound Ripiey waiting for me. 

My greetings with my^haperone and her Slaughter # 
over, Mr. Ripley demands, my attention, 'f his young 
man seems to have forgotten that I rtfyfsed his hand 
but little over a month ago. He djirftfc in his easy, 
Western manner: “I &w you were coding, Evic, by 
the Chicago papers, and thought I wovpcl drop .down to 
St. Augustine fed help you do orange/groves. ” ' ■ 

Good Heavens 1 If Mr. Crannpere hears the fa- 
miliar “Evie” he will not understandLthat I have known 
and detested Jonas since he was of fourteen. 

<4 Mr. Ripley,” I reply, whitejjftth anger, “please 
remember that Evie has growijK[ 0 Miss-fevciy# Valle 
Rulgfce ! ” * 

Cfanmere is beside •"«« Jj 0W _ He'says: 


once de Leon^j 






a parriage; but I, see. your friends are here.” 
v rather disappointedly. 

For answer I introduce him to Mrs. Armitage and ( 
daughter, the matron responding with a hearty Western 
greeting: “I’m glad to see you t sir;’* Miss Mirabelle 
with an affected, “Thi%/> ni<*e, the sparse male popu* 
lation of the Ponce de Leon will be increased by one 
, jn to-morrow’s census. You’ll look real stage’y in that 

• rig in the courtyard, won’t you, Mr. Cranmete? You'll 
match the palms.” l^iih this^ Mirabellp who is seven- 
teen and forward, begms • to use her eyes # upon my 

m escort in her artless, "cliildish way-^gazing at him as 
she would at a gumdrop. 

“ By Jove!” ejaculates Mr. Cranmere looking at*tlic 
chit with evident admiration ; for Mfrie is about as 
pretty and # petite a minx as nature ever turned out to 
mal*e ravages upon* masculine hearts. Just at the 
border line of.youpg ladyhood and childhood She pl<p^ 
both roles with eqaal facility, and sometimes^ 
within the minute. At present, to make hasfc^V^xI 
easy acquaintance with Mr. 'Cranmere, she is a child, , 
and looks it — but such a lovely one. Her golden hair 

* is down and tumbled^and floating in the soft, Southern 
’breeze ; her’btoe eyes are frankly looking into his— 
ingenuous blue eyes that are so deep one never sees , 
beneath their surface. She is scarce five feet two 
inches t in height, but her figure is exquisitely 

‘ developed. * A domed by the white, semi-tropical cos- 
tume she wears, something made by a modiste of 
genius t-o give her a. half-childish, half-iyomanly appear- 
ance, shelooks^like a laughing and sometimes naughty 
fairy* • ’ ■ * - , 

“By Jove!V iterates Mr. Cranmere, “matching 
the palms, did you say? That’s what I’ve been doing 
" for. the past* two years on the Congo, Orinocp .ipd 
Amazojk” ,, 




Mifa* , ‘‘ You must teach me how to i 
* Then Sbesays eagerly : ‘ * You haven't! 

, with you, have you? 
f .'.-.‘‘No-a. Wby?'^ 

'■ ^‘Because you would have fiyenit to me,* W£uMt£t‘; 
you? 1*4 jlike aft ape for a confidant. Abelard, here, 
is the only thing to whom I dare give the innermost# 
recesses of my soul,” • ’ ,■ 

* And she pats on the feeaH a chocolate colored can* 
iche that -runs by her side, ope of the kind that, are 
dipped by dog fanciers into lions and tigers and have 
fringes put upon their legs like savage ornaments.* 
But this? one lia% been clipped with more than diabolical 
ingenuity* until be has been given a pair of, long chop 
side whiskers and a face that is plrtiosthuman. The 
intensity, of the revelations that have been made to Aim, 
by has young mistress are appareatlyesuCh’that the do& 
has a pessimistic, misanthropic air that makes his. 
acute, knowing face,* with »ts carmine nose and blood- 
red eyes, weird, strange and uncanny. * / , « , 

In Abelard I recognize*an old horror of mine—like* 
wise in Mirabelle, for Miss Armitage, though I have not : 
seen her for a year or two, in our, hchoot-girl days. WP &-'' 1 
the Me noir of my existence. Notwithstanding ! was in^ 
aft' upper class she frequently brought misery ■ upoft|M||: 
by her terrible method of telling half ttutbs^ nt#e^eS;^ 
of diplomacy in which, in her childish 
Abe could have equalled old Richelieu, hhftsem ; 4 \ 

;; ; While I , reflect, Mirie goes on artlessly 

Cranmere. “-You thtnk\ine qpite ajc^Lki^dea^lt^ 
■you? But I'm not. I’ve be^n.Out of school six months-' 
.biijd'.^sclmtged'my' last •‘ gffi wpefe 

Jk< !■ a <dt -T .#1 j - jit 
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took my -hand arty tafked to me like a father, ^osMnV 
it?” ’ # v 

At thi 3 Mr. Cranmere utters an Astounded: * ‘Thanks 
— thanks awfully!” . * 

Here I interrupt t'he conversation by saying: M Mr. 
Ripley, of Chicago, Mr. Cranmere, of London.” 

The gentlemen bow to each other’ as I add, ' ‘Mr. ' 
Cranmere hired a special for me to overtake ‘the , 
‘Florida. I was careless, and got left at Savannah.” 

This I know .will make }onas hate Cranmere. It' 
does! It also makes him fear him. Foreigners are 
dangerous to American heiresses. Hi’® Cranmere been 
dn Englishman of title I think Toq ff <Riplev f of Polo- 
Pony Liniment fame, would have fmnted. 

Oh, Heavens! If Quinme^Powders should be a mem- 
ber, of the English Aristocracy! Elise said he was of; 
noble birth ; he carries a valet. 

'Pshaw! if ’I think of titles I shall grow romantic 
and shall not sleep — rank is so very poetic — and I have 
sat up half the night scribbling this. What will my 
eyes look like to-morrow morning ? 

< Therefore I shall simply.clbse by saying that I got 
fp -the Ponce de Leoh and dinner; then I came up 
-here to my private parlor to rest after the fatigue of 
the railway and began writing this. 

The day must have interested me, for I have stuck , 
to it with the vigor of a magazimst paid by the column. 

‘If ever I become literary 1 shall hire a stenographer. 


k i j 

CHAPTER II. 

A SOCIAL POPULIST. 

* . 

, St. Augustine, February sSth , 1894. 

• Hu is net na aristocrat! This I discovered this. 1 
mOknipg: la fact, he took Special pains to show ratf’i 
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It came about this way. Breakfasting in my parl&t! ; 
at ten, after elaborate preparation I placed myself 
Evidence on the veranda. By 4 4 elaborate preparation ” l 
mean toilet, i was a mass of fluffy green, tinged &ith 
softest, feathery white Valenciennes, from sunshade to 
jupe. The whole affair was lig^t, tropical and refresh* 
ing to myself— and «to others, I flatter myself. At all 
events it'fiad an effect. As I* walked through the big, 
rotunda of the hotel, five of the six gentlemen who • 
,were reading their newspapers, spoked up, and appar- 
ently forgot New York dispatches. Tlie sixth didn’t 
count; he was blind and led by a servant. * « 

On one of the side verandas overlooking the courts 
yar3, Mrs* Armitage is seated, and a few steps from 
her, her daughter seems t© be entertaining with eyes, 
gestures and childish vivacity a gentleman whose back 
I do not recognize. My chaperoSe, wheq I approach^ 
greets nie enthusiastically in herfranjf Chicago manner, 
exclaiming that I look like a merufcud. 

4< Oh living pictures, mother! ” cries Miss Mirabelle, 
turning her eyes upon me. “ Evie only looks lil^e a 
mermaid in evening dres^. It takes nudity for a sea 
nymph ! ” . § 

I hear a suppressed and surprised “ By Jove! ” from* 
the gentleman and am covered with confusion. 

Good Heavens! it is Mr. Cranmere. I determine 
that he shall see me in dccollelt! and know the little 
fiend exaggerated. 

As he rises and offers me a seat with the compli- 
ments of the morning, my blushes, are still on my 
cheeks and I know they are becoming, AS, I gaze at 
him, Mr. Cranmere is another little ‘surpri&e. Instead 
of the semi-Mexican appearance of the day before, he 
is now all English, and his* single eye-glass looks 
natural. A light duck costume cut aftfer last year’s/ 
Louden mode, white pith helmet and havelpck and, 

**' v* * f . ft . ' 
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tawny alligator jboots adorn his athletic figure* and 
well developed feet He is as typic§l an Englishman 
as you could find at Government House, Bermuda, or 
on fhe veranda of Shepard's Hotel, Cairo. 

“You look as if you had entirely recovered from the 
knocking up of the railroad* trip, * he says easily, in- 
specting me I think rather critically. * ' r 
# “ Yes, I was so well taken care of, M I remirk, which 

• seems to please him, being reminiscent of various ffttld 
attentions with which he Jhad honored me from* 
Savannah to St* Augustine.* 

% He draws his chair nearer to me^ which is conse- 
quently further away from that of Miss Mirabelle, arid 
causes-her childish eyes to gleam vindictiwely % as fhey 
fall upon me; for Miss Mirabelle is seventeen. 

Sixteen is sweety with languid aspirations curbed by 
goVerness apd boarding school. Seventeen has bud- 
ding social ambitions and incipient jealousies.* It has 
not yet thrown away the animalism of the child on 
attaining the passion of the woman. Mirabelle, with 
hei^ pretty, innocent, frank' face, laughing eyes and 
floating locks, is at present $ kind of social populist, 

* hates every girl, that she thinks more fortunate 
1 $Sta herself; especially in the matter of beaux. 

She gives me another childish dig. as Mr. Cranmere 
isits beside me. “Evie,” she* remarks, “Jonas will 
be so disappointed. He has gone down to Bay Street. 
He said you never got up until twelve o’clock, that 
lunch was your breakfast; but that He had the whole 
.afternoon for yoy, and he hoped you would not be very 
angry with him for goirig away. Some men on a yacht 
invited him;” * , ; 

“No,” I reply, savagely, “and I wori’t be angry 
with him if*he stays, away.” 

This remark is a mistake, it shows temper; ami ;I 
f*ave .none in regard to Mr. Jonas Ripley's absen^i 



; Mr. Cranmene looks at me hi a haedkative way thht I 
don't altogether Jike. What will he think me^JUpW^fl 

■ sweetheart? ‘ f m ' 

Undoubtedly, for the 'frank darling upon his left is 
now purring: “Oh 5 vie, don’t be angry with Janas, 
He has been thinking abbut y<*u all this week. * Every 
day he has said to mother : ‘ I wonder if BoSebud— he 
calls you Rosebud, now— will not come down tp St# 
Augustine when she knows 1 am here? ’ ” 

» “ Mine,” says her mother, in her quiyt Western Why, 
“ stop talking’ ” ’ 1 

“Mamma, you know that i* what, Jonai said to us 
the other night * ” 

Mrs..Artnitage does not contradict this, and l in my 
heart of hearts know that Jonas is Very lively to have 

• said something of the kind. Fearing in my present 
rage to’ make answer to dc&r little ariles* Mine, Trise 
and languidly draw on my gloves * * * 

“ Vou’re going for a walk, Miks Bulgee’ " remarks 
Mr. Cranmfcre— -I am happy to say, a little eagerly. 
“Yes, in the Patio and out on the Alameda.” • 

“ I)p you mind my esccrt’ We will buy the gloves." 
“Not at all," reply I, “I always collect wagers 
promptly,” and would go down the ‘steps into the 
garden, bui Mirabelle’s voice holds me. 

“ Miss B tdg/e / ” she says. “ How curiously you pro* 
nounce the name, Mr. Cranmere. In Chicago .We call 
it Batfe/ — ’With an accent on the ger J ” 

“Bulger!" ejaculates Mr, Crahmere. Though he 
Starts, his .eye-glass sticks in his eye; a certain proof 
of Piccadilly breeding. * .* * * 

“ Certainly, ,Buly«\” replies MirabeHet* “ Don’t 

■ you ikoow Bu Igtr’s Bile Extefmina.tor) Hasn’t that 
single eye-glass of yours beep afiSicted With BulgrrV 
Bile Exterminator yet? You must be MtSd/’* ' 

.. “ YMfejF®. Weil acquaitjtted with it,” 



hundred women .patron ilig the courtyard, in at??* 
gjC*y pf feminine summer toilets, dn4 not oneltt ttyen?^ 
of them has masculine *escort. Whajt wouldn’t eyery. 
one <?f the unattended give for my stalwart feeau, even 
if he is a wholesale druggist ? , 

A moment after I grow rather to admire the fact; 
for he is a very wholesale druggist.* He tells jp? that 
ttye firm by which he is employed deals only iff drugs in 
enormous quantities. They sell logwood by the cargo, 
quinine by the thousand ounces^ cocaine by* the pound; 
that they have large plantations of cinchona trees on 
4 he island of Ceylon; that they have now control over 
tl\e sarsaparilla root coming down the Magdalena an4 
Orinoco^* and a good deal of the Rio Negro* product; 
that they have a contract \vith*the Peruvian government 
and special license for handling Peruvian balsam. 

“By the by,” he adds, “I believe Mr. Ripley’s Polo- 
pony Liniment*contpins a good deal of chloral-hydrate. 
I must see him about tt. Bulger’s Bile Exterminator, 
you know, has lots of quinine. J think I ‘can offer 
your father very advantageous terms for the sulphate 
in bulk.” . 

“ If you came to America to see my father for this,” 
I ftedy, “you Bad better have gone to New York.” 

*1 pi no,” he laughs. “I am here on account of the 
coba plum. If its seed has the properties as reported 
of the genuine Erythraxylen coca , 1 shall prdbably be 
able to reduce* the price of cocaine fifty per cent in 
large quantities — certainly twenty-five. I came here 
to visit Tampa and Southern Florida to investigate the 
matter.” • * 

“Ah l you area thorough business man.” 

. ’•‘Oh, just as maichas you Americans. You Yankees 
think ’"thaS! nobody can trade but yourselves. Yon 
should $ee the English away from home. Our,bedSsj£ 
Classes in. Regent Sjreet, Befgravi* or 


mtmmp 

jub— pot them in the trppici, put 4fcem Iff tWi 
r aqnies ! Who controls the -world ? * Why, the Utit&h?; 
merchant. Do you know that our firm dominate^ 
nearly all of certain branches of the drug trade,* that;: 
we Can give you a quotation for Quantities that a New : 
York firm would hesitate, to handle ?” , * ,* 

“ No,” I reply, t* I have never studied the drug bust- ’ 
ness. * Vhat may interest papa." But here I suddenly 
break out, for something is weighing on my conscience ^ 
“ I don’t wish to take y out; wager. I knew that fifteen 
was the exact number ot sign* between Savannah and 
Jacksonville, i heard Mr. itobb, papa’s advertising 
agent, state it only a week ago. Don’t ! ” For he is° 
about to «step into one of those expensive establish- 
ments that come down from New York for two *br three 
months each year to raise prices in Florida. “ Don't!" 

“But I insist, ” he says,, “more since ^ou havejnade 
the confession. A wager is a wager. ” , . 

“ Don’t ! ”.I cry, “ I won't t^ke them ! I brought 
three dozen pairs With me of all lengths, sizes and 
descriptions. I have twenty buttons, I have seamless 
ones, I have riding globes, I have all kinds. I’ll Com- 
promise. ’’ He looks as if he would hold me to my bet: 
“I’ll do anything if you wonVmak^ me feel like, a 
robber,” I mutter poutingly. 

“Will you?” 

“Yes!” 

“ Done ! ” Then he laughs, “It is apparently you ‘ 
who have lost, not I. Come ! ” 

“Where?”. 

“ Into* this shoe shop 1 ” 

“For what?" . 

“ To take your bet. Ypn’ve been Walking about ill ?; 
slippers on damp asphalt laid over' a mangrove swamp. 
British walking boots are the things for yon. -.They v 
woniv&»t as much as a dozen pairs of gloves. The 




^.difference in price wijl soothe your coftscfence^ 

. agreed !to it— iconic! So I can feel I'm not < 

* murderer if I ask you tp take a walk on Bay Street or a 
constitutional by the banks of the Safi Sebastian." 

. The idea of a stroll with him is not altogether un- 
pleasant to me. His manner has that easy confidence 
of being dead right peculiar to the Bj-it^her.„ “ Come ! ’’ 
he urges. . . 

, * Half angry, half amused, half reluctant, half willing^ 
I find myself walked into tlje shoe store. . 

“Jtfow,” he says to the attendant, “I wish the best 


pair* of English walkirfg boots, lady’g, thick soles and 
low heels. Something for swamp work." 

The .saleswoman asks me my number. . “ Twos*” 
I repljf, feeling that I am ncgnr in for English walking 
boots whether I want them or not. 

w .Twrs? By Jove V Th$ average of the ladies of 
nyr family is |way above that, don’t yer know? ” 

“Do you mean*tQ say you haven’t seen my — ” I 
pause here and blush. Wh it am I saying ?. 

“Your foot?” he whispersf. “Yes. It’s the pret- 
tiest in the world. You needn’t be afraid. English 
‘Walking boots can’t disfigure it. ’’ Then he turns' away, 
leaving me in yie hahds of the saleswoman. In her 
clutches my delicate green, match-my-gown clippers 
fgpe taken from me and replaced by yellow, alligator- 
leaTther, double-soled, football-appearing English, walk- 
ing boots. * 

There is only one thing that reconciles me to 
this. Mr. Jonas Ripley returning from Bay Street 
chances to pass, and seeing us in the store* and Mr. 
Crariinere paying io% boots, grows green as m^ 
■Cast-off slippers ^ith rage and fury. * 

■ He must not think nthat dte will think -! 

1 1 Jiobble after him and cry: “ Mri^Miv J&pley,- «w 
j^atrwwdii from Mr. Cranmere. ” » ^ ‘ 


of boots? ” .gasps Jon&s, turning round* ■ 

; :A .//Cl'es, I bet him a pair of boots and tvon on Bulger's 
# ,*rffe Exterminate^*. ” % # 

“Weil, l\e’s given you, the worth of your money/* 
answers Jonas grimly, and passes'on, though I cap see 
him in rage kick a dryjfoods box that stands' on the 
‘ sidewaljc as he goeS away. 

. This ‘Unfortunately fs true! I do have the worth of 
my money. Fairylike to* my feet, my lower extremi-* 
« ties seem weighted with*lea 6 d. ■ The boots and costume 
are in hideous contrast. * f 

As we return to the hotel the snickers of one or two* 
^omcn so enrage me that I could kick Cranmere with 
one of my* newly-purchased boots. If I did it would 
hurt him. * # 

“I say/’ he says, easily, “now you feel quite 
comfortable. These are the things to walk in, Son’t 
yer know — useful /” « ' * 

“You don’t like the ornamental? ” I pout. 

“Oh, ye c s,” he says; ‘/these will do for balls and 
fandangoes,” he waves the package containing my dis- 
carded slippers,* “but mot for tramping over damp, 
ground. Besides, they’re so comfortable, you know.” 

“Comfortable ? If walking with weights on my feet 
is comfortable,” I think. * But I will not destroy his 
pleasure in having given me a present, he looks so 
happy over it. Therefore I contrive to keep up with 
his long, slashing strides but undoubtedly look weary. 
Noting this he suggests: “Shall we sit down in the 
garden of .the Alcazar? ” 

“No, I— I think I can g£t as far ps the hotel,” I 
pant. “We’ll struggle to the courtyard of the Ponce 
; ,;<It^Leon. Besides, the band ig beginning to play. *.* 

I./,- A minute after I drag my weary boots into the beau- # 
Aifuh courtyard of the Ponce de Leo% This lppk£ a$ 
pit alwhys does on a fine day, a mixture of poetry and 



enchantment. P oetrf from the tro^fe^ky.a 
foliage afid brilliant flowers * enchaatiiefit-ftom^tihe 
magip wand of commercial wealth th%t has touched the 
mangrove swamp and made it into a fairyland. 

Baautiful women ate flitting about in light summer , 
toilets : a few men give dignfty to the scene ; darky 
footmen with jetty heads, red coats # sl£shed witb.black, 
knee-breeches — and yellow stockinged legs, stalk like 
'gigantic wasps amid the. trees. One of these, deft fey 
experience, sees fatigue* in* my eye and tfete-a-tete in 4 
Mr. f ranmere’s, and promptly places two chairs under 
*a secluded palm tree. • 

• Into one of these 1 sink, withdrawing hurriedly, but 
carefully, my present from observing eyes* *Mr. Gran- 
mere sinks down beside me. * He is apparently fatigued 
too.; his face has bcfccjme languid as it was yesterday 
at noon. • * 

*“ You are ifl ? ” \ say. 

/ “Oh no, only thc # quinine hour approaches. I feel 
the want of the drug. Where's that beast “Maddox ?” 

* This is answered by the beast Maddox in person ; 
.that British servitor now gets«to us, in his hand 3. glass 
of sherry and a quinjne powder. He says : “I have 
been waiting fof you, it’s hover your time. 1 came hover 
from the San Marco, but could not hobserve you 
hinstantly.” 

“Lucky ypu turned up; otherwise I should have 
become so languid that probably Miss Bulgee would 
have given me my conge. As it is — quick ! ,f My 
escort tosses off ‘the quinine powder *in his glass of 
sherry and very, shortly Incomes brighter. 

“You're not living at the Ponce de Leon?” I say 
surprised, as the valet carries away the goblet. 

, “No, it was so crowded it was impossible to give rite : 
a rdom* Consequently I had myself driven over to the c 
San M&rco, , There I was lucky enough to find 5 'Sofia " 



pgJEte parlor, and Maddox threatens to give nje notice 
because he’s only got the soft side of a plaplt in the 
hall.” . 

“You didn’t expect to stay in St Augustine^" I 
inquire. 

“No. Hadn't in idea about it twenty-four Sours 
ago, t ° 

ThiVputs me into a - quiet* meditation. What could 
have made him stay in St. - Augustine ? Vanity answers « 
myself ! But even as this 9ash|s through my mind he 
dashes the cup of seff-aduktion from my lips by 
remarking: “Pon’t yer know, I think I can ‘do a , 
little business with Mr. Ripley, the Polo-pony Lini- 
ment chap. . I shall nail him this afternoon for an, 
order on chloral.” < 

“You’ll have to take two quinine powders,” I laugh, 
“ to nail Mr. Ripley on anyibusirfess transaction. *He’s 
a trader.” . ♦ « 

“That’s the.reason I shall naiWhim. If Mr. Ripley 
can save dollars he is the man to do it, and a commis- 
sion is a commission. Vou see,” he adds, “ever since. 
I sowed my wild oats ir\ the army I’ve been infernally 
hard up. It’s much easier running into debt than get- 
ting out of it, don’t yer know ? * * f 

, “ You were in the army ? ” I say. 

“Yes, cornet in the Royal Horse Guards. You 
can soon get into debt there,” he adds,, ruefully. 
This confession brings rapture to my soul- No one but 
aristocrats get commissions in the Household Cavalry* 
and once a swell, always a swell ! 

“Since then,” he continues,* “ I have knocked about 
a good deal~India for awhile, the Amazon and 
Orinoco; a little of Peru; travelling, man for Pink* 
/White & Co. Not so , bad, don’t yer kpotf ? See /the 
: yrarld and all that, I can tell you. Awfully joilyco^t^ 
America/' _ . - 



■ * , 


indi*? '*■ ^ ; „ 

^ |c®ter than any plate in the world. ^h"what ; ;$|lf'' 
acre of ground could you see five hqndrei women li&e^ 
these ? Catchy, chic and gowned like Queens of Shefa^-; 

. Ind^a has its temples, ghauts, pagodas, and all that, 
don't you understand; but Aifterica is the only country 
where I could have come to know ybuvithoutim intro- 
duction. Therefore, America* is the jolliest I have* 
• ever seen/' . r . k 

“ If you speak of intfodufctiqp in that way," I answer J 
biting my lip; he may t®ink he has made my acquaint-,* 
m ance too easily — I may go back to the forms of polite- 
society and cease to know you. *' * ? 

>■ “Ofe; come now, I say! ” he cries out ruefully,* then 
whispers, 4 ‘ You don't mean that. I haven’t a friend in 
America to introduce me. Don’t make me go back to 
the loneliness of yesterday* when I didn’t think I had 
a*friend within four thousand miles of me, and hadn't 
had a letter from home in over a year. I suppose 
there's mail waiting for me in, two or three ports, butit 
negpr reached lne — when I've been so lonely on the 
^ Orinoco, Amazon and Cong® — don’t make iqe still ; 
feel that I’m a strangler — to you.” 

1 His tone tfiough English is impressive and pleading. 
The music of the band on the Loggia comes floating 
to my ear — some of Verdi’s* impassioned strains. 
Aida," I think it is — no, ;: I don't know. All I know 
is there is passion in the music that enters my soul and 
makes me feel tenderly for this poor, wandering 
Britisher. I say concisely but effectively : “ / 

His eyeS medt mine ; they are frank, honest, blue 
Sfaxoneyes, notwithstanding his skin i% burned brown 
by tropic sun. •“ G.od bjess you!" he mutters; then 
jjoes on : ^ Tbelieve travel has knocked a good deal of 
xpy British sangfroid out of me. But you, doft't yer know 


lie turns hJs face toward mine. Has. the raftsic 
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'0*t4t has, it gets no further, for, a voice at my elbow 
"says.: ‘ 4 Ah there, Cinderella! ” „ ' 

It is charming little Mirabelle. She continues, art- 
lessly: “ I thought I’d come over and see youf $6|;lish 
walking glass-slippers, Cousin Evie. Jonas calls them 
stogies ’ ° 

Mr. Ripley harS evidently informed her of my present, 
and in np complimentary way. In a flash I withdraw 
the “stogies” from sight/ but Mirabelle laughs to Mr. c 
Cranmere, dapping her hands, in her child-of-nature 
way: “I’ve seen ’em ! Yesf I think half that bet 
would be big enough for me. Jonas has told the story A 
to one of the newspaper men, it was so good. Evie, if 
you don't* look out you’ll appear in print as* having 
hoofs!" * c 

“Good heavens ! ” 1 falter. 

“Not cloven ones, like some ydung lady's,” jeenfMr. 
Cranmere, with insinuation. 

But this doe;* not sooth my wounded feelings; those 
boots go out of my window as soon as I get upstairs. 

I turn upon Mirabelle and say savagely: “Don’t dare 
to speak of newspapers j.o me ! I hoped I had escaped 
them when I came from New York. But I suppose the* 
omnipresent, social-subject society reporter is always, 
lying in wait. I never want to see my name in type 
again ! ” • 

Here Miss Mirabelle opens her blue eyes and purrs: 
“You don’t mean that, Evie ? You know you love to 
see your name in print. Weren’t you the happiest girl 
in New York when you saw Miss Eyelyn Vall<$ Bulger 
as one of the invited to the Patriarchs ? ” * 

“Anyway I don’t want to see my name in print 
here." 

“Don’t you, darling? Then you sha’n’t,” laughs 
Mirie. “I know a nice newspaper correspondent here) 
gHe’tt keep your name out of the papers if I ask him. 
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and I will. Don't forget I did you a favor, Evie, wfB|| 
we visit you in New York, and do your best to make! 
my life happy, as I am doing for you in St. Augustine. 
Abeffel ,and I are going to have a nice little confab 
about you.” 

Here artless little Mirabllle, evidently overcome 
with some merry thought, runs away shrieking with 
laughter. 1 rise to pursue her •and jlemand what she 

• means, but my boots forbid running. 

Noting that I have Jeft my scat Mr. Cranmere says: 
“Wi41 you step down wifh me for a walk on Bay Street 

* this afternoon. ” * • 

“Not with these boots on !” 1 say determinedly. 

“Oh; come in anything— -slippers — bare feet, if you 
like. Please promise!” Ike looks so wistful that I, 
recalling the loneliness he had complained of when the 
muVlc and quyiine passion g«t into his eyes, and remem- 
bering our interrupted tete-a-tete, answer: “Yes ! ” 

“Good business he laughs, quoting me; then con- 
tinues: “Apropos of business, I must -catch Mr. 
Ridley a minute. Don’t forget- four o'clock!” And 
he crosses the patio to where Jonas stands talking to 
’some Western friends at the entrance to the rotunda; 
While I tak£ any weary path to my room, anxious 
to get rid of my abominations and become a fairy 
again, feet and all. 

In my chamber, Elise, on hearing the story of my 
English walking shoes rolls up her eyes, shrugs her 
shoulders and mutters : “ Cette bete / Anglais / ” 

To this I cry, indignation in my voiqp: “He meant 
kindly by «ie. Stop talking and go to work!” 

From under my maid’s skilled hands 1 make my ap- 
pearance at lun^h in a natty little walking costume and 
walking boots, but Frenth ones — soft, easy, petite and 
fcbVv 

* “You can call me Cinderella now, if you want, my 
dear,” I whisper to Mirabelle, as I take a chair oppo* 




^ kh. Amitage is at the head and Jonas ai the fo6t* 
this*young gentleman, in his diffident way, taking his 
post at our table as if he were* one of the party,* In 
fact I hear him whisper to the head waiter : “This is 
my regular seat. M A communication which, fortified by 
a greenback, makes him secure, and as there are Only 
four chairs at our table, 'embarrasses any act of hospital- 
ity in the dining direction on my part to Mr. Cranmere, 
whom Jonas now appears tO T regard with particular ' 
enmity, his dogged hatred of last night seeming to have 
been replaced by malicious vindictiveness. 1 

As I sit down/ Mr. Ripley’s remarks are pertinent as 1 
to the object of his dislike. “What ineffable idiots 
these British firms send over here to represent them in 
their investments and business ! ” he breaks out. “ No 
wonder they’re salted right and' left. Look at # the 

^ ‘i* 

fellows buying all the cattle yards in Chicago from 
Armour, who’s dead sure to run opposition to them and 
run ’em out 6f the business, of which he holds a 
monopoly. c See their purchase of Milwaukee and St. 
Louis breweries ! What chance will there be for divi- 
dends. from them? Do ‘they think that the Dutch are. 
going to buy English beer?” 

I eat my oysters and say nothing to this, knowing it 
is but a peroration to a personal eulogy of my whole- 
sale druggist. A minute after Jonas comes to -the 
point: “Look at that ineffable ass of, the English 
walking boots! You don’t wear them now, I see, Miss 
Bulgee,” he jeers, putting a Chicago French accent on 
the final syllable of my name, with .elaborate flourish. 

“ Were they torturers? But what won’t American girls 
do for these foreign adventurers, nicknamed Counts, 
and Barons?” ^ * ' 

“That can’t apply,” I remark, “to Mr. CranmfcreV 
He took particular care this morning to inform me he 
was only a representative of an English drug house* ^ 
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>Wlth this I present ‘Jonas with Mr. Cranmere’s 
“ Ye$ t be gave me one of these himself, this men*-. . 

ing, and then proved , Mmself a business idiot— roffered 

me chloral hydrate at ten cents a pound under the 
market. And I nailed him for a contract with Pink, # 
White & Co. for all I’ll need’for a year. Pink, White 
& Co. will discharge him when they see this .docu- 
ment,” says Jonas with a hilarious chuckle, producing 
*the formal record and gloatihg over it, then replacing 

it carefully in his pocketboftk. < 

“And he signed with you without knowing the 

Current price ? ” I psk nervously. 

. “Yes. As soon as I saw he was under the market 
quotation, I told him he’d have to settle it on the 

minute as V was g° in S to feave to ‘ morrow - So ive 
signed duplicate contracts,” returns Mr. Ripley. Then 
he a*dds : “ Don’t look as ff you pitied him and was 
glhd I was going aavay— for I’m not ! That was only 
to hurry your British ’business man ! 

For there is rage and disgust in my eyes. What 
will poor Mr. Cranmere think when he discovers that 
Jie has been done as so ma®y Englishmen have by 
American business adroitness ? Will he imagine me a 
p £r ty to Jonas’s sharp trade ? I would warn him, but 
it is too late. He has signed the document. He may 
be discharged — and with the debts he has spoken of 
poor Mr. Cranmere ! It takes away my appetite. I 
am glad when lunch is over. 

Later in the afternoon, as I sit apparently reading, 
dawdling away the* time u n ti l four o’clock, I see Mirie 
in conversation with a* bright, dapper-looking little 
chap, who is dodging about the hotel talking to a great 
many people and apparently doing a good deal of 

questioning* ' . „ T 

.A few minutes later I say : “ Mirabelle, I see you 

, have, a be^u,” 
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r^beau?” 

“ Yes, that little gentleman with whon^ you were 
walking about.” . 

“Oh, he's good for quiet afternoons. Heffe -the 
society reporter of the Jacksonville Statesman Here 
the girl looks amused «and giggles contemplatively, 
probably thinkipg.of her little flirtation with the news- 


paper gentleman. 

A few minutes after. 1 see her in conversation 
frith Mr. Ripley, and sing seems to amuse him, for 
Jonas bursts out into "tremendous guffaws, ha\v;-haws 
and he-hes, an$ is very merry about something. I$- 
it the contract out of which he has swindled — yes, 
Twill use the word — Mr. Cranmere, who in his absence 
on the Orinoco, Amazon and African Gold Coast must 
have lost track of the price of cldoral hydrate ? 

At four o'clock the gentleman of my thoughts ctfmes 
slashing along, this time in afternoon walking suit, 
Prince Albert,. high hat and faultless Piccadilly get-up 
of the prqpeding year. I rise and would tell him of 
the mistake he has made; but he looks so happy that I 
do not mention it. t 

However, he docs. As we walk out of the court- 
yard, turning down the Alameda* toward <Bay Street, he r 
says: “I really am quite pleased with myself. I 
made a contract for an awful lot of that chloral hy- 
drate with Ripley. After a time my firm will think 
I’m really becoming a business man And raise my 
salary. I know it will please Pink, who says I have 
commercial instincts in me.” 

I don’t dare to crush his hopes *but feel* miserably 
over it. Probably a little sympathy gets into my 
voice, though we talk on other subjects. This seems 
to please him. We pass a beautiful afternoon doing 
Vedder’s Museum, and taking a sail in a boat on the 
blue.waters of Matanzas Inlet; Mr. Cranmere remark- 
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Tftfe ladies* jQtfcbkMvrS? 


ing plaintively; as I step into the skiff: “-Now you 
feet will get wet. I say, why didn’t you wear those^ 
“Those walking boqts ? Never again!” I reply 
sternfy. “ I am suffering from them how.” 

“ You have given them away ? You've thrown them 
out of the window ? ” < 

“Oh, 1 shall keep them.” 


“For use ?” 

* • 

. “ No, for a souvenir.” 

* 7 * 
“By Jove! Put ’em ijj a glass case, don’t yef 

know,?” he says. “What sharp ideas you American 
^girlshave.” fc * m 

He seems so hap*py in my society that I invite him 
to the hop that takes place at the Ponce de Leon this 
evening. # 

“ Delightetl! ” he answers. “I haven’t danced with 
a vrtwte woman in two years. Black beauties don’t 
count, yer kno}\\” 

“Very well, we’ll give you a civilized .entertainment 
this evening,” I laugh. . 

With this he bids me good-bye, and four hours 
afterward stalks into the Pon^e de Leon in immacu- 
late evening dress, patent leather pumps and black 
silk stockings,* (jessed* as elaborately as he would for a 
ball in Belgravia. 

His English style makes • several New York 
dandies who have come ashore from a yacht 
rather envious. They can only imitate him feebly . 
Nobody but an Englishman could dance in his 
dashing British fashion — careless of tpes, thought- 
less of flounces, Scattering dismay about him, but 
triumph for me ; every woman whose dress he treads 
on turns round, Jooks at him and sees that I have 
a masculine partner, of which there is a great dearth 
always in the Ponce de Leon ballroom. 

*rhis evening Mr. Cranmere seems bound to make 




agreeable. He leads Mrl* Armitag^ jthrotigk t|aa' 
larrcers ; he dances once or twice with Miratbelie 
the second time she receives his attenticms^eema 
troubled about something. It isn't her costume Fifc 
sure; as the girl looks exquisite in her French?made 
gown that gives a pink shading to her plump, dimpled 
snow-white shoulders. ^ 

She -comes to me and opens her lips about to speak, 
then as Mr. Cranmere remarks : “This is my dance, Miss 
Bulgce," Mirie scowls and whispers, “Why, it's the fifth 
one already this evening; what a monopolist you are, 
Evie," and clones her lips with a snap as her eyes grow 
<envious and vindictive. 


I jfSbP" 

^furtlself 


There is something on this child's mind and now I 
know she will never speak it Her father was called 
“Shut- Jaw Armitage," and Mirabelle, though she has 
feminine facility of tongue, on great occasions has her 
father’s jaw. 

Our dance finished, Mr. Cranmere murmurs: “Can’t 
I take you in to supper-? " 

“There is no supper," I reply sadly. 

“No supper — a balk without supper? I say, don!t 
they give suppers at balls in America ? " 

“Yes," I reply, “generally. Come to New York and 
I’ll show you gastronomical displays that will make 
you open your eyes as well as your mouth. But these 
hops given by the hotel are economical and hungry." 

He looks pathetic, then goes on eagerly: “Make me 
forget the absence of food in the presence of beauty., 

Please take a stroll with me on thg corridor and into 
* & 
the garden. That costume would be so .awfully f etch- 
ing with moonlight effects." 

In this idea I agree with him. My costume is, 1 flat- 
ter myself, a chef-d'oeuvre from Paris. ; . 

\ “Yes, I think I could stand even moonlight^"' \t ( 
reply, “only," here I laugh, “there is. sib n aootiV* 

■ * * ^ i k 41 1 , t* 



towja shaw^ over your shoulders and 
tWe'll * et the electric lights stand for # $fc. 
moon,” he whispers, , 

I dbn’t think I would go with him,*but just at this 
time T happen to see Mr. Ripley stalking about, evi- 
dentfy in search of me. • 

“Very well,** I assent hurriedly, and permit him to 
place a wrap about me. For I have not, to use .a slang, 
^expression, been bluffed out of my evening tostutne 
de rtgueur by Mirie’s mermaid insinuations of the morn- 
ing, and am dtcolletd; a style of gown which I flatter 
^piysetf is becoming to me. My ivory shoulders will bear 
comparison with even Mirabelle's snowy dimples. 

He cloaks me so deftly that he mu>l have done a 
good deal of this business in some former epoch of 
his life — probably when he was a dashing subaltern in 
the household Brigade. « 

A minute a^ter we are in the courtyard, away from 
the bustle of the ball yet just within .hearing of its 
orchestra, the strains from which floating round us 
lend the charm of music to the tropic scene. Some- 
how or other Mr. Cranmere sheets for us a seat away 
From passers-by, and where the palms shade us from 
electric lights,* # This # *day seems to have made us at 
least good friends. 

We chat unaffectedly but unromantically until he 
chances to tell me of one of his adventures in the 
Andes Of Peri!, where a mule nearly fell with him into 
that tremendous chasm of the Apurimac, which is 
crossed at dizzy Ijeights by that wondrous hanging 
bridge of withes. w If tKe beast's hind foot had gone 
two inches further I would never have seen Florida. 
The Condor vultpres would have known how l tasted, 
don’t yer know? ” he concedes. 

"Then his eyes catch something in my face which even 
the darkness does not hide, and he says softly : ‘ 1 Would 
nowry ? ” ' "■ *, , ^ i 
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“Why — I — I should never have known you/' I reply 
with a nervous little laugh. Somehow I think the world 
wouldn't seem quite so pleasaht as it does mow. # 

“Of course I should have never known you, Miss 
Bulgee. That would have been hard lines on m§," he 
remarks contemplatively. 

Perhaps my ‘sifenco makes him bold, for he adds 
’suddenly: “ I should never get one of your nice little 
hand-shakes, don’t yer understand? " 

Good He'avens! He*haS audaciously taken my hand 
and given it one of his tig hand -shakes. 

In another irfstant I would draw jt away but before I 
<get the chance, a voice comes to us. It says in flunky 
tones: “ It's your time to take your quinine, sir. I've 
been waiting for you fiall about the lpbbies. Miss 
Harmitage directed me, sir.'* 

“Maddox, you're — yod’re a faithful beast," snarls 
his master swallowing the quinine^ Then he gives the 
faithful Maddbx a look that makfcs him disappear hur- 
riedly in £he palm trees, while I utter a little prayer for 
Mirie. 

Somehow the quinifte seems to take the sentiment 
from both of us. I rise and say: “ It's time to go in. 
The hop is over and the band is<playihg * Home, Swfeet 
Home.'" 

“You’ll — you’ll forgive Maddox?" he says in his 
stupid English way, which makes me furious. 

“ Forgive him! " I answer. “ What do you mean? ” 
My tone is icy. 

“ You'll — you'll forgive me? " he stammers, 

“ Why ? " My accent is Siberian. 

“I don't know," he says gloomily, “only I thought 
you were angry about something. I* — I hoped it was 
Maddox." 

“I'm pot angry,” I sneer, “only it’s pleasant some- 
times to get away from the drug business." With this 
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I turn from him and iif another instant I would be* On 
the portico amid the lights and crowd and safe; but I 
don’t J:now my man. The quinine powder is doing its 
work on him well — too well. 

In another second he is beside me and has got my 
hand, muttering: “You shan't run off in a huff about 
quinine.” He looks at me, his -eyes* are very bright, 
and adds: “You don’t go until you*promise to take 
tin early morning constitutional with me.” 

“Where?” I ask. •• # . 

“Ajhy where. It's a constitutional I want. Promise, 
: ^t eight o’clock. ” His tone is so determined — the hour 
mentioned is so early that I know I shall have no ques-* 
tions asked. Even Mirabelle sleeps until nine. “Yes 
— please let iye go,” I answer. 

“^uite right! Mtfet you in the rotunda at eight.” 

Good heavens! He has kfssed my hand. 

If any one saV him ! 

I am half way up tlfe stairs before I remember the 
elevator is running. 

Spme one did see him ! 

, Coming up the unusual stairway and not by the usual 
elevator, I am unnoticed. As I walk along the cor- 
ridbr I hear a vfiice. *lt is Mirie talking to her horrid 
dog, which sits upon a chair gazing into the courtyard 
and eating chocolate caramels in the electric light. 

“Abelard, ".she says, “you saw the naughty Evie 
let him kiss her ? ” 

Good gracious! It seems to me the uncanny beast 
winks! * * 

“ That’s right, tell the truth, doggie,” whispers his 
mistress. “Well hold a consultation over a girl who 
monopolizes the Only<catcl;y man about, won’t we?” 

^Here Mirabelle looks vindictive in the half light. 
Then her mood changes. She whispers: “ Show me 
how he *kissed her, Abelard, and I’ll give you & 
/Caramel:” ,/ ^ 








Here, with diabolical ingenuity, she puts one #£ {he 
least’s beloyed candies between her own fair lips, and 
the dog jumps up at her striving to gain the sweet 
Then laughing, her mood changes again. She 
whispers: “Down, Englishman, down!” and toss- 
ing Abelard the chocolate, jeers: “You’ve got your 
sweet, too.” < - 

At this moment I pass her. “ Ah, Evie,” she laughs, 
calling out to me, “you should have heard us. Abelard 
and I were chatting about j on! ” 

But I am too indignant tcranswer her. I go* to my 
room and — idiot that I am — sit down and write thL' 
half the night; and every time I look at my digits 
which become inky with my work, I feel his kiss upon 
my hand. 

Ah me; quinine is a curious djug. 

Is it likeiOpium? Shall I dream of him? * * 


CHAPTER III. 


“our first day TOGETHER.” 


St Augustine , March 1st , 1894. 

Thank heaven, I don’t dream of *httn. I sleep* the 
sleep of the just; but curiously I awake to disgust Elise 
by calling her at 7 :3c to array me. 

At eight o'clock I am in the rotunda^ 

Yes, Mr. Cranmere is waiting for me; he has paid 
me the compliment of being eager. 

“ I turned out at six o’clock/’ he says. “I have 
been walking about trying to ftnd a nice place for ; & 
constitutional.” 

“Do you think you need a cpnstitutional after two 
hours trudging? ” I laugh, 

“ Yes, with j you '/ 9 he replies, and looks rather fresh 
and ruddy under his sallow skim His eyes aVe;|figH^ 
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altogether he seems v*y breezy and wholesome in’ his 
light flannel walking suit and heavy alligator shoes. * 

“ Don’t you think we need breakfast first? ” 

“That is prepared; trust me, I’m a traveller,” he 
returns. His manner is mysterious, but I accompany 
him through the great arch of the Loggia. 

Together we cross the plaza of the* Alcazar nnd I 
find myself in its pretty restaurant where, apparently, 
hit. Cranmere has been before, as there is a charming 
little breakfast with fftsh strawberries, the sweetest 
Indian River oranges, fish just out of the water, an 
Omelette and salad, eoffee, and a very fragrant pineapple 
that was plucked in Cuba only two days ago — so Mr.* 
Cranmese informs me as he plays the host. • . 

What would Mirabelle and her mother, and what 
would Jonas say if they saw our tete-i-tete meal? 

However, the 1 breakfast is good ; I am hungry and I 
don’t care. * • 

Somehow we dawdle* over this ; Mr. Cra’nmere having 
got me away from the Ponce -de Leon, where inter- 
ruptions might take place, seems to forget his desire 
for striding about St. Augustine * 

But breakfast is over.at last, and we stroll past the 
swimming baths \o the tennis court where my escort , 
enjoys his cigar, and I watch some gentlemen practic- 
ing long lobs and sharp smashes at t^e net. 

After a little of this, he says, inquiringly, in his 
English, not-an-idea-in-his-head manner: “What shall 
we do?” 

“You invited md for a walk," I remark somewhat 
ciirtty. . 

“ Too hot! ” Then, tossing away his cigar, he adds: 

“ What do you say to oranges? ” 

“ You saw me eat two — not half an hour ago." 

“•But oranges off the trees; they're a different fruit.--; 
Let’s go to a grove and really enjoy them," With 




•cchirt* ’* This. Jehu kiforms.iis^ajt there is VVi 
fine grove” up the San Sebastian, ajid .ife? 
almighty fine drive ” to get there. , ’ "'*!> / 

“ 'Clare to goodness ^o’ don’ know the beauties Of 
dis sppt of yearth, ’less you take a drive in . my car* 
•riage. I kin show yo fc eberything that's bin done since 
de war. What I don’ know ’bout St. Augustine would* 
'stonish Flagler hisself. ^ My inscriptions of surroundin', 
scenery will be worth, de fivq dolla’s you’ll pay me fer 
de trip,” remarks the sable cabby effusively. * 

* “ Let’s go with him,” I say, thoughtless of chape- 
rone. 

44 All right, we’ll make a picnic,” returns Cranmerc. 

“ Lunch under the orange trees ajid all that. Just wait 
while I make the purchases. ” •* 

In five minutes he. has returned, remarking senten- 
tiously: 4 4 Bread and butter, cheese, biscuits, cold 
fowl, a box of sardines, a bottle of champagne and a 
quinine powder for me. T told the druggist to be 
careful and make it e?aactly twenty-one and a quarter 
grains. ” 

Then we step into the opep caarmge and drive 
away, the darky hackrttan putting us at our ease by 
remarking anxiously.* “Say, boss, yo* didn’t forget I 
was in the crowd when yo’ bought dat lunch ? ” 

For answer, Mr. Cranmere points td our packages, 
which indication rations for everybody. 

At this the Tlarkv merrily chirrups to his horses and 
away^we go, crossing the San Sebastian and following 
the Topoi road through scenery whieft out cicerone 
says is “tremendous fine,” but which I note is .flat, 
quiet ,»pd uninteresting, consisting chiefly bf sand, 
scrub ;baks* and dwarf palmetto’s interspersed here and 
therewith larger trees, thb view being 

>$■11 ’ < 1 . , ' ' > - \ * • *vV V 



^dn^teet'. on e&ctisid&'ol tite/dfivs.’. .' *. ^ ,’» , .; 

; **lsay, How's this ? ’* whispers Mr. Cranmereii con- 
tentedly. “Nothing to distract our attention from 
ourselves, M We would have a pleasant tete-a-tete of it, 
were it not for the drived who turns round most 
of the time, permitting his horses -to walk, and chat- 
ting with the easy familiarity of ".the darky r&cd. 
Finding that we pay little or no attention to him, and 
determined to creat^ exotteraent, he suddenly rouses 
me with this startlingYf mark : “ Say, Missie, did you 

eve/ see snakes ? ” and would go into an effusive and 
horrible description of some fearful snake adventure 
with moccasins and rattlers. 

0 * 

Here a new phase of my escort's character de- 
velops; he says, shortly: “ Nigger, stop your mouth ! " 
** Yis, sah,” answers the darky, and turns his at- 
tention to the Jiorses again. 

“ You know how 4o deal with him,” J whisper; 

“ Oh, I’ve had experience with them. The Jamaica 
niggeris the worst on earth. I wasn’t going to have 
him destroying your picnic joy# and making ypu jump 
every tirife you trod on a branclj^j^the orange planta- 
tion. And wtill soo^n be there, I think." 

For the road has turned toward the San Sebastian, 
which sluggish stream we cross,* and a few minutes after 
are driven in through green hedges of prickly osage 
into on# of thft prettiest orange groves north of Palatka, 
to be welcomed with Florida hospitality by the man 
who occupies it. . • • 

A dollar buys the privileges of the place; wc can 
pick and eat and take away all we want. The , pro- , 
prietor shows us the best trees, and ,a minute 
after I give cries of /astonished delight as, I. enjoy $ 
Florida seedless orange in a^ll xtsjuicyfreshness, plucked 
by t^y .own greedy hand, . *■ " ;.*• ; ' 


. *- 
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Ohr driver throws the cushions of his. maria^' 
-on *the ground for us to sit upon; the orange farmer: 
loans us kriives.and forks, plates and tumbler*, and- 
a few minutes after we are in the midst of an im- 
promptu meal Our hfckman, who calls, himself 
proudly “Mr. Lazarus,’* and seems to think it a 
very distinguished cognomen, stands behind us dis- 
posing of what *we leave, and eats » so continuously 
that my companion remarks sotio vote to me : “ By Jove-}; 
we've found' one way of shopping his jaw! ” 

To this I laugh, as my spirits are high, and we finish 
up the fite by champagne in tumblers. Mr. Cranmere 
remembering his quinine, takes his powder in the wind 
and says it rather heightens the flavor. At all 6 events 
we are both in buoyant humor as we wander about, 
the orange grove picking the fruit" and eating so many 
I am ashamed, to remember the number.*. » . . . 

But all things come to an end, 1 and a few minutes 
after we drive away, a dozen of fresh navels lying on 
the seat beside us and I using a branch of orange blos- 
soms as a sunshade. . «< 

My escort looks irfquiringly at me and says; 
“Where — to the Ponce de Leon?!’ f . 

“What! so soon?" dissent I, in a tone that seems 
to please him greatly, , < . 

This conversation coming to, our driver’s large: and 
open ears, he' turns and says; ‘ ‘ Say, boss, do you-: 
want a real good flirting place? ’’ , 

At which 1 gasp in dismay as Mr; Cranmere laughs - : 


; “ Yesl” 


\ ' / 4 


“No," I say hurriedly, “I—"* But tbe.t... 

not seem to hear me, and chirrups to hie .-'horse® «#d 
snaps his whip. We dash across, the r-^tttJyoshy 7 
pretty and following a feiriy.jgoOd tbM 
thebanksof North^^eir. V. 
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tlwiwigk Ma&n^as Inlet' Iflppe 
softly over yrh,ite ^asandV behind "ns Sjrie 
glimpses of scrubby timber, palmettd and oak. The 
water is blue Save where it gleams from the light above 
and the sand beneath it. Tihe sun. warms the fresh 
sea breeze coming in from the Atlantic to a perfect 
temperature. Altogether, it is a Florida beach, ^ 
Florida sky and a- Florida t day in Spring — which 
* means the poetry of the frppics without its heat. 

“By Jove!” remarks JJr. Cfanmere, “ this beats all 
the Boulognes and BrigKtons of old Europe.” 

A minute after our carriage has stopped and he 
helps me Out. We stroll over the sea sand to the rip- 
pling -waters. Were I alone I should take off my shoes 
and stockings and splash through the soft waves. 

As it is I sit down and play with the sand, “my gentle- 
man makiifg a* tent over me, as he calls it, with my 
sunshade, whicti he dbects, piling the white sand around 
ijts handle. - . . 

' Here he enjoys another cigar, and it seems to make 
fuio both reminiscent and romantic. He gets to giving 
me some glimpses of his past lire. Is it with premedi- 
, tation ? « • 

'this comes aSout By a suggestion I make concern- 
ing Jonas: “I warn you,” I gay, for I feel rather 
sorry for the poor innocent fellow who has been done 
by. American shrewdness-—“I warn you against Mr. 
Ripley. He is a very talented business man.’* .. 

“Yes,” remarks Mr; Craamere. “I’ye had one 
dealing Vrith him.” * • 

$?And.he has taken advantage of you ? ” I say impui- 
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“Did he ? ” answers Cranmere. “Perhaps he did— 
what he thought was the market. Somehow you know 
at times I seem to have some business instincts in me, 
though where I got them from God knows. Not surely 
from my governor.” c 

Here he gives' a kind of wince, then continues: 
.“Though my governor generally holds his own. ]£e 
has with me pretty well -always. I say, fancy a father 
getting the* mother’s jointure opt of — ” but he stops 
himself and adds: “What’s J he good of thinking of 
old times ? Here I am trying to be a business man — 
Jiang me if I don’t believe I’m the only one of my 
family whomever tried that game, though we’ve done 
our share in others — billiards, dicing, baccarat and 
horseflesh. ” This sporting enumeration fs rather sadly 
sighed out between wreaths of blue Kayana smoke?" 

“Yes,” I remark, “this must bc^a great change from 
life in London./’ » 

“It is. *But 1 am better here. You sec I am out of 
the way of temptation, don’t yer know ? Fancy a great 
capital with every tradesman in it conspiring to ruin a 
young fellow. ” 

“Conspiring to ruin a young fallow?” I say, 
astonished. 

“Yes; trusting him* taking his bills, I. O. U.’s and 
acceptances; giving him rope enough to hang himself. 
By Jove!” he adds, “many’s the bright young life 
I’ve seen go out; many’s the dashing young blade I f ve 
known come ®to grief and drop out of the swim under 
the curse of British credit and' the English race course. 
.There was little Bertie Epsom-Downs, as dashing a cor- 
net as ever rode to St. James in the Blues; and Cap- 
tain Ferrars, of Ours, both frent down after the Derby 
and the Oaks. Little Epsom-Downs sold his cormjiis* 
sipn and is now on. a cattle ranch in Manitoba I believe; 
Ferrairsblew out his brains, but there was a«wp&iait 
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connected with his case ; that always complicates mat- 
ters, don’t you see? It was the same year I went/* 
This*is said with a melancholy sigh. • 

“ You went ? ” 

^Yes, went out of the* swim — resigned. But I 
stood out until the St. Leger; that was too much 
forme. If Ladybird had not* come in second — ”he 
tftutters with a snap of his jaw, 

4 4 But your father ? ” * % 

“Oh! the governor.”, • 

“.Why didn’t you asK him to help you out ? ” 

At this he give's a shriek of jeermgfNaughter that 
horrifies me, then mutters sardonically : 4 ‘You doift 

know fhe old boy! ” • 

In my mind is the thought: “ What prescription can 
d«* him good ? ” \Vith a^start I remember the only 
prescription that ever effects a cure in such cases as 
his is an American*hciress ! ” 

Somehow or other this thought seems to get into his 
mind too. He mutters: “Yes, I know what yop’re 
thinking of. Why did L not make a rich marriage* or 
something of that sort ? That’s what the governor 
suggested. There was a cotton spinner s daughter — 
but 3 couldn’t do it? I thought 1 would try and see if 
I couldn’t become a business man. Business men 
make such jolly fortunes sometimes, don’t yer know?” 

“Yes,” I ^remark, “such men as Mr. Ripley, who 
knows the price of what he buys and sells — Chloral 
Hy-Hydrate, for instance,” 

1 don’J know whether I have the name of the drug 
right, but Mr. Cranmere seems to understand me for 
he laughs: “I say; don't sneer at me until you know — 
and don’t talje about it. , I don’t want to think of Eng- 
land and home now. In fact, I’m mighty glad I did 
take a cropper on the St. Leger. I’m very happy Lady- 
bird did come in second. Otherwise I wouldn’t be 









lyingf in this sand at your feet,and-»— and lobicing atyotli 
Miss Evie,” (he has got to calling me Mite Evie iior#;;, 
though in a very respectful way). “Do you 
he adds, dreamily, “that I would sooner lie in the 
sand at your pretty feet than do anything else, just at 
present ? ” 

His conversation is becoming personal. I rise and 
say: “It’s time to go home.” < 

, As I look about, I start in astonishment. It w time 
to go home!’ 1 c 

The sun is sinking, the tide is coming in. I think I 
hear the voice zi the hackdriver hallowing to us from 
h*5 carriage on the distant road. Is it in warning? 

Good heavens, it is ! 

I grow pale, the horror of the thing i% so tremen- 
dous. I gasp in fright. Myriads of tarantulas are 
crawling about us. " >• 

I scream, “Scorpions — scorpions fby the millions— 
my God ! we are lost ! ” 

With a bcfund Mr. Cranmere is up. Then he falls 
back — with horror, I think. A second later I discover 
that he is rolling ovef 1 in convulsions of laughter., 
“Forgive me please, — they’re, they’re only fiddler* 
crabs. Have you never seen any — any’ of the little 
beggars before ?” he guffaws. - 

“Fiddler-crabs?” I gasp. 

“Yes, scorpions! ” and he bursts into laughter again. 
Fiddler-crabs! I am so angry with myself — with 
him, that I stride away, careless now of fiddler-crab#- 
and crushing them as they wriggle Under my feet. T 
don’t care. " ‘ 

“Forgive me,” he says, “butitwa® — — ” 

“Don’t say another word: don’t dare to laugh 
another laugh! A smile on your face and I’ll neve* ,! 
forgive you-f ” ■ '• > 
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wouldn't do Anything' to hurt your feelings for* the 
world,” he whispers. “I had sooner be stung* to 
death^by fiddler-crabs—/—” ^ 

But there is something in my eye that makes him stop 
this and say plaintively: “Forgive me! You know, 
Misf Evie ” 


“Let me go! ” 

Not until you forgive me.” 

Somehow I think he ljkes to hold my hand. But he^ 
sha’n’t, therefore I fofgivtf hinj very quickly. 

Then we walk along together over the sand, I show- 
ing Ay fearless anc^esperate nature d^^rushing two 
j>r-1hree fiddlers vindictively with my nice French* 
walking boots, which apparently are not the thing for 
this kind of work. 

, 1 ^“ What’s the mat tor? ” he asks, noticing that I limp. 
“YjA’re tired l” 

the sand — the sand in my walking boots. ” 

“There! didn’t I •tell you you’d better have worn 
the — the souvenirs? ” he laugh^*^ Take tKem off and 
shake the sand out. Stay, I’ll do it for you.” 

“Never!” I cry, and stri^ desperately on. A 
minute after I give a gasp of despair. I will have to 
take them oif/i willf>ven have to take off my stock- 
ings; the water, at low tide unnoticed in a little creek, 
has come rapidly in. There are fifty yards of wading 
between us and the carriage. 

“Hold up a minute, Miss Evie,” says Cranmere; 
then he calls to the driver: “Sambo, bring your car- 
riage and horses over her^, the water’s only a foot deep !” 

“CanVdo it^ boss,” answers the darkey, “Can’t 
get down off the road.” 

“Can’t you for a dollar? ” 

“ CouldpiTRohow! ”*■ 

Cranmere doesn’t raise his bid. He simply 
looks at*ne and mutters; “ I say, do yer mind? ” ; - 
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I see carry-you-across in his eye, and answer 
blushingly: ‘‘No, not very much, if — if you don’t drop 
me.” 


V 


I haven’t time to say more; even as X speak I find 
quinine makes a man very strong. My escortr^has 
picked me up daftly and is wading with me recklessly 
through the water. ,# Somehow he holds me very 
t’ght. One of my arms has to go round his neck. * 

•- The nextsecond I give a slyr?ek — he is in to his knees. 
He has struck a deep hole — in $n$ther instant the water 
will be at his waist — perhaps he will be swimming* Oh 
Heavens, poor dress ! Pooh! Vhat do I cure* I 
Swim like a duck! If we get in deep water I’ll let him 
think he preserves my life. Romantic! Dclicfous! I 
cling to him and murmur faintly “Save me, save 
me!” My check is desperately near his mus^/ife. 
He turns his face away from temptation and whis^rs: 
“ Don’t fear. It’s getting shall owtr now.” 

A minute after I r.m placed “dry as a bone,” as he 
remarks, on the land. * 

“If the hole had b^en over your head,” I laugh, 
“that would have given you a chance to play the 

hero and swim with me.” • * 

♦ * 

“ l couldn’t have swum with you,” he says. 

“Why not ? Are you not a swimmer ? ” 

“Oh yes, but you hugged me too tight! ” 

I give an abashed “ O-ough ! ” and r&n to the car- 
riage. 

However, he was very nice. He could have kissed 
me, but he didn’t — though f believe he \^puld have 
liked — Ah! what am I thinking abd’t-? We must 
get home, he’ll take cold. Somehow I Li re got to 
taking care of him. , * ; 

“Keep away from from .me or you’ll geb™et,”he 
laughs as he springs after me into the victoria. ‘ ' 

“Say, boss, yo’ll spile the carriage cushions. If 
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yo’d offered me five* dollars I'd have driven over and 
brought yo\ I thought^" says the driver pathetically, 
“thaf ef yo* didn't, raise the antcf^the young lady 
would. I didn't know she’d want to be carried." 

y^Get us to the hotel as sfcon as possible," says Mr. 
Cranmere sharply. “ Otherwise I .mpy forget to give 
^ou a dollar." | * 

, This is very nice of him, as/<ur driver seems to be r A 
philosopher who tvi Having confusion upon .me. Noting^ 
this\ # my escort docs gll the • talking, telling me that 
he lbs no fear of taking cold, that quinine is the besl 
preventive of that; he will take anmfer powder as 
soon as he gets to the San Marco. * 

A few minutes after we are nearing mjfhotel, and 1 

5 ': him f<fr a delightful day. 

o glad you enjoyed it," he says vivaciously, then 
rather sadly: “I'll hardly have another whole 
day to myself in*£t. Augustine. I’ve got to work 
now — must get through rny instigation of that coca- 
plum business." 

“ But you'll not be engaged all day ?" T suggest. 
u No, I'll be free to-morrovr evening. " 

^ Very weU ft come over and dine with us to-morrow. " 
** Thanks, awfulll. " 

Here the carriage stops in Jhe driveway under the 
hotel. Our Jehu has had sense enough to avoid the 
front entrants, which would necessitate a walk through 
the courtyard, which would have been embarrassing, 
as my plumes ai;e somewhat ruffled, $nd Mr. Cran- 
mere's \ydmg business* has made the lower portion of 
his costurryr^rtainly disreputable, as he is a mass of 
salt wat/Ci dried mud and sea sand. 

Notwithstanding his «guise, after he has assisted 
i^e fortli the carriage my Briton would apparently es- 
cort mJ to the crowded rotunda to leave me in form at 
the elevator; but 1 pause on the stair to prevent this, 

. , speak to l*im. , . , 
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' this 

I s&y, 4 4 like a good bt>y 


*Now go home at once/ 
and change your clothes . p * 

Something inWiy tone see^ns to please him* He 
murmurs with sentiment: 4 4 Just fancy! Our first 
whole day together / ” Perhaps something in myVves 
encourages him ; Ap goes on eagerly : 4 * Give me some?* 
thing ft> remembpr it £!y. *' g * 

' 44 A souvenir, like yoV boots ?” I laugh. 
y 44 Yes, those orange blossohij you carry in your 
hand.” For I still have witfi me the branch^ of 
orange flowers^tfeit I brought from^the San Sebastian 
grove. 

44 Take them!" His hand meets mine as .1 give 
them to him. He holds both my fingers and the 
branches of white feathery blossoms, very tight. * 

44 Do you know/* he whispers, u y&a would W>k 
awfully fetching with a wreath of those 6n your heaa/^ 
“Most girls do,” I say nervodsly. 44 Good-bye !" 
and run up the stairs. ^ 

At the top I gaze back. He seems crestfallen. I 
can’t help it — I throw fern a kiss. Did some demon 
get into my head ? It will be all over thg hotel. The 
strong-minded Miss Parkins and her severe friend of 
the railroad are looking at me. 

44 Did you ever ? ” remarks Miss Parkins severely, 

* 44 No, I never! " says the other lady. m 
I don’t ask them what their ambiguous broken sen- 
tences mean. I know ! The hotel will ring with it 
Then I think of Mrs. Armkage. * She must have 
been anxious about me. Conscience snores mfe. I go 
at once to her parlor. There I find myehaperone 
and, as unpropitious fate will have it, Mirabelte and 
Mr. Ripley. At my entry Mrs. Armitage springs up 
with a cry of relief. 

44 1 have been inquiring everywhere for yoby^. 



“If. you had not returned soon, EvicT t 
shoutf have consulted the police. You were nPt -at 
breakfast, you were nof at lunch, ypu have almost 
Blissed dinner. Where have you been ? ” 

“Pretty nearly every where^” I say, and give them a 
Short account of my 'wanderings about the suburbs of, 
Sf. ! Angustihe. My adventures do no;* seem to please . 
awy of them. 

• Mi's.’ Armitage says in .a shocked tone: “My dear, . 
I am sf«Ty you went with* only one gentleman. You 
know- 1 don’t give you mg advice often, but you are very 
dear to me. As yopr poor mother's octvun and most 
intimate friend, I must tell you such excursions are* 
unwise. . Besides, you know so very little.about Mr. 

Cr&nmere.” # . . „ 

... “ I reckon she knows a good deal by this time, 

suggests Miraballe, innocently. 

At this Mr. Jonas .gives a snicker of rage, and asks 
sarcastically: “Mirie* you wouldn’t have dared to do 

such a thing? ” ' . 

“La!” cries Mirie, who is as spoiled as any child in 
the world, “ I expect ma would ^ave spanked me.” 

This is a blow at my dignity. It insinuates that I 
need cor*e£fo>fr. Bpt I crush her. “Doubtless a 
child like y6u would have been, ” I say. With this, I 
remark to Mrs, Armitage that I don’t feel up to the 
general diningroom, and will take a quiet dinner in 
. my own room. 

“ You are not ill, I hope. Can’t I do anything for 
ypp? is that lady’s motherly suggestion.* 

; “ifo, I’m tired, that’s all.” 

: “iAnd te won’t be over this evening,” remarks 

'• Mlr abel]e. “Bet she knows he's not coming.” This 
idea make s Jonas^grind hil teeth-*-that is my one con- 

* sci^tiom • ■ . ■ • , . i'' -• ’ .J . 
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not Elise discover a live fiddler int!he folds pf 

and go into French convulsions of terror, at which I 

burst into laughter. 

Having eaten," I work on this journal of mifie; but 
going over the day’s scenes seems to excite mt. 
I get to having rubbishy/ romantic, school-girl notions. 
After this, during my stay in Florida I shall merely 
note Ihe more marked happenings pertaining to nity 
history. 

' My adventures seem to f . have got into my head. 
Shall I dream to-night?’* „ 


CHAPTER IV. 

fr MISS WKBSTKR. 

67. Augustine, March 2d y 

I did dream ! 

I dreamt of the fiddlers, also, of his carrying me 
across the. creek in his arms. He wasn’t so good in 
my dreams as in reality, for when niy check was 
temptingly near his ij^ustache he — he kissed me; and 
I — I was not so very angry; but dreams go by 
contraries, you know T . I should have been indignant. 

I go down to breakfast in pretty good spirits. The 
rest of our party are .here dallying with oranges and 
waiting for me. 

Mrs. Armitage has something on her mind. She 
says: “ Evie, Mirabelle and myself are going to 
Tampa the day after to-morrow... We leave on the 
early train. I shall take you with me.” * 

1 ‘Very well/’ I assent, though I guess the reason. 
My chaperone has become anxious for me; she fears 
the British Bugaboo will deuour the heiress; slie wishes 
to remove me from the presence of the gentleman of 
the quinine powders. This projected move doesnH 





“ as muclfas she thinks. ’*! have 

will Obfty© to 'go .to Tampa shortly to investigi$|^^ 
cdc&*plum, at least he has hinted it to 
acquiescence rather surprises Mrs. Armitage, who tells 
me I am a good girl. 

In some way to-day is not exactly like yesterday. The 
place seems to me dull. Mr. Ripley tries to make 
, hihiself agreeable, and I attempt to make myself endur- 
ing of him; but find it impossible. Heroes sulkily 
away to billiards or bpwliag or some other, masculine 
amusement. * 

Left alone on the veranda I would read the New 

• • 

York Herald , but Mirabelle comes dancing to me. 

I am ^rather surprised at this, for Miss Armitage 
seldom puts herself cn Evidence unless there *are gentle- 
men 1 about. l5he seajs herself by me and whispers: 
“ So you sent p # ogr Jonas away again. Why don’t you 
make him happy — poor Mr. Ripley?” 

1 i Good gracious !* what are you ^talking about, 
Mirie? ” I say, petulantly. Then I add, sarcastically; 
“Wouldn’t it be fine; two patent medicines joined in 
holy wedlock? In Manhattan society I am sometimes 
called Miss Pills. Wedded to Mr. Ripley, I should be 
sneered at as Mrs. Liniment, n/e Pills ! ” Whereupon I 
laugh bitterly, visions of New York social snubs coming 
into my mind, and remark : “ I.have ambitions! ” 

Here her manner astonishes me. The child says: 
“Vou’re a d<?ep one! You’re a finesser, that’s what 
you are!” 

. “ What do you mean?,” J ask, angrily. ♦ 

You know what I mean — Mr. Cranmere,” she pouts. 
“Well, what about him? ” 

“ Ohj I suppose you had a pleasant time yesterday, 
dicta ’i you? Orange groves, eh? Sand beach — ” 

^ a wonder, that’s all! Evie, at school 
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: you over cute, but howfthipk you’re 
Abelard and I have been having a. ginai 
talk about you. ” And she laiighB acurious lqjighof 
insinuation. 

1 Stop talking nonsense !” I say. “ What book are 


you reading? ' 
hand,. 


for she has a red-bound volume in her 


“ Oh, Debrett’s Peerage,” she answers carelessly. 
“You know we’re going to Europe soon, and I think it 1 
will be well to be posted.^ HaVen’t you read it? Wouldn’t 
you like to marry an earl or a duke, and crush out your 
New York snubbers? ” . 

t “Pooh!" I reply, “what chance is there of my 
meeting aq earl or a duke ? ” Then I say bitterly : 
“I don’t think my father or Seraph ia, will ever get 
away from business to take me to Europe.” 

“So the earl or duke krill have to »come to you,’.* 
she laughs. “And you haven’t Bead this book ? ” she 
asks, looking me full in the face*with her frank blue 
eyes; next cries: “ Evie,, you’re the biggesfgoose or the 
sharpest hawk that flies! ” * 

Then she runs away laughing like a child; but I think 
it is a bitter laugh, and wonder what infantile idea was 
in her blonde head ; but then, no ,one <fan over telf as 
they look into ^Mirie’s frank eyes what she does m eant ' 
Sometimes she talks ’like the Oracle * of. Delphi or, 
Cumsean sibyl, sometimes like the daughter of a Chi* 
cago Beef Trust man — what she really , is. 

Pondering on this, my glance rests on the paper in 
my lap; excitement comes to- me ; a little apt* upon 
drugs puts rapture into my soul. > It is quaked fawn 
the European edition., 1 am so happy; isn't .Mr^' 
Cranmere talented ? He it a business man. ' *■ ' 

Armed with the journal I glide demurely into lun^i 
to {ie» ; ].ike a Seminole, ta ambushforjwtH^oppbf.o 




'. Mr. Ripley dissecting A steak gases' upon 

, i‘ I’ve just been down to the Saa Marco hlttf 
nailed your quinine fiend again. ” \ 

; , Bo you mean Mr. Crangiere,” I return blandly , 
“by another chloral contract?” Then I produce the 
Herald % and read for Jonas's benefit the following*: 


“ DRUGS. ■■ By Commercial Cable. Owing to the increased 
•output of the new German laboratories controlled by Pink, 
White & Co., and the substitution for it of certain coal-tar 
produtts the price of chloraWias fallen eighteen pence a pound. 
These quotations have been followed by the New York market, 
which has fallen thirty-three cents to-day, with a prospect of 
still lower rates.” 

A smothered titter from Mirie and a •smothered 


imprecation from Jonas interrupt me. 

Then I sneer: “ Thtf British ignoramus, coming over 
here to do American business men !’’ 

“Probably Pink, White & Co. will discharge poor 
Mr. Cranmere,” suggests Mirabelle in rdguish glee. 

But Mr. Ripley doesn’t wait for any more such 
suggestions, and leaves the lunch table, though I doijT 
think his appetite is entirely appeased, except for 
chloral. “ • 

. Even Mrs. Armitage cannot refrain from a smile, 
though she says deprecatingly : “Why do you 
girls tease Mr. Ripley ? You know, Evie, he’s devoted 


to you/’ 

“Yes,” I remark savagely, “like the Uo -- is to the 

lamb.”';- • ; , ■ 

’ , . “ Which is the Uirnb? •’ titters Mirie, at whidhwe all , 
.laAgh/'A«f' ; T take advantage of ^yerybodj^s good, 
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Jonas, so Ripley can do him on another drug contract/* 
A good deal of the afternoon I devote to arranging 
ii$P toilet for the evening. 

As I am about to descend a bell boy bring* to my 
room an exquisite bunch of violets, and scribbled on 
a card is the first note frGm him. It says: “ In return 
$br the orange blossom souvenir. ” 

Their color suits my costume. When I appear 
robed for dinner I am wearing violets — but oh, laws — 
Mirie! . t 

She must have devoted a gopcl deal of her afternoon 
to her toilet also, and with success. Such a daring yet 
simple thing, made by some artist ’in children’s dresses 
9 1 should suppose; for the frock is cut, as Jonas 
chuckles to me, “in a kind of nursery abandoh.” 

It is a mass of baby effects in the lightest chiffon and 
daintiest laces; from it, her snowy arms and shoulders 
gleam in infantile simplicity. 

Above all, with elfish deftness, Mirabelle has com- 
posed her^face for the costume, and her eyes have a 
childish, trusting, convent look in them. 

But the whole thir^g is marvelously becoming, and 
Miss Armitage would look a girl of twelve were it not 
for her exquisitely proportioned figure.^* 

Having adopted the frock this ^evening, Mirie appar- 
ently intends to play the role of the innocent, in- 
genuous infant. With Mr. Cranmere’s arrival for din- 
ner, in his usual immaculate evening dregs, this becomes 
more marked. 

- u Dear mamma likes me to be $ child, you know/’ 
she prattles to the Englishman, and takes hfr mothers 
hand with affected bashful ness to go in to dinner. 

. Here the chit drops into such a chair that Mr. Craft- 
mere is obliged to seat, himself beside her and 
facing me. This places him next to Jonas, who ap- 
parently doesn't like the arrangement, but is compelled 
by very shame to take his seat near the Englishman* 



This crafty arrangement of Miss Mirabelle forces me 
to Jonas, and that gentleman and I go through the 
meal contiguously, on the armed neutrality princijs$eu 
This gives me ample opportunity for watching, the in- 
nocent child seated opposite to me, who now appar- 
ently has thought for nothing but Mr. Cranmcre. 

She follows his tales of foreign countries, her fran,k\ 
blue eyes open to their fullest expanse, fixed upon his." 
§he forgets to eat sweetbreads, a dish to which I know 
the little gourmand is devoted, in the intensity of 
her interest in his narratives,# and tells him so very 
craftily. 

“Oh heavens, swret mamma!" she “exclaims, “they 
have taken away my sweetbread and I haven’t eaten a 
of it. Oh, Mr. Cranmere, don’t make yourself so enter- 
taining. Please let me eat a little — just a little! Just 
give a poor starving child a^chance at the duck, won't 
you. Don’t make me laugh any more! I know it was 
awfully funny when Maddox, your valet, insisted on 
your wearing full dress to the Queen* of the Congo- 
Bushmen's fete, and they insisted upon your removing 
every stitch of it so as to be in full court costume. 
Mamma, don't you think J’m too young to hear such 
risque stories ! Here she droops her eyes bashfully, 
and with pretty blushes devotes herself to her breast of 
canvas-back for about two minutes; then looks at Cran- 
mere with open eyes, claps her hands and cries, in 
childish glee: # “ Tell us another! ” 

Such remarks as these, interspersed by Cranmere’s 
excited “God bless my souls,” and “I say, now, draw 
it mild, won’t yous,” and “ Thanks awfuliys! " set us 
all laughing, at which Mirie looks at us blushingly, 

' then puts her head in her mother's lap. 

But she plays her part very effectively, and looks so 
charmingly naive and innocent while she is doing it, 
and gets in such fetching strokes under the guise of the 
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playful liberties of childhood, that I wonder if Mr. Cran- 
mere will be caught by the pretty nymph. 

Taking advantage of the role she has assumed, our 
coffee is hardly finished when Miric seizes the English- 
man's arm, and murmurs blushingly, “Mr. Cranmere 
and I are going to the veranda! ” 

“Will you let md smoke? ” he says, grinning at her 
petite affectation. 

“Oh, I love cigars! I'll light one for you. fro 

you know, I smoked at boards — ” she checks herself 

here, and I sneer as I see she has overplayed her part. 

Mr. Cranmere looks at her astonished — then disillu- 
* « 

bionized as he follows her to the veranda. 

To the same spot Jonas removes himself also for 
his cigar and we walk after him — that is, Mrs. Armitage 
does. T stroll out by myself and sit a little way from 
the party. 

Here 1 note that Mr. Cranme A e is <J ev °ti n g most of 
his time to his cigar and very little of it to Mirie, who 
will be noticed. “Wouldn't you like to dance? ,, she 
laughs, for the band is playing in the rotunda. “ Isn't 
it the poetry of motion? ” 

Thereupon she takes a few steps before him in childish 
glee. But he not seeming to notice <?this much, she 
goes to romping- with Abelard, who, dodging waiters 
and hotel officials, has joined his mistress on the 
veranda. 

With this uncanny creature she makes some very 
pretty pictures, grouping herself with the caniche 
as she caresses him and ** Showing her lovely ankles like 
a saint! ” a$ Miss Parkins, who sits near me, remarks 
spitefully. For Mirabelle's modiste, when he made the 
baby dress, made it thoroughly baby and did not lOsfc* 
his chance of giving display to her wonderfully pretty 
feet* and — shall I say iwyes, I will— legs! 

Noting Cranmere’s defection, that gentleman having 
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, token advantage of Mine’s devotion to her poodle and 
drawn his chair beside mine, she suddenly prattles: 
“ Oh, teamma, why am I such a child? ” And fondles 
her mother who, looking helplessly about, whines: 
“Good heavens, Miric, whatW I to do with you? " 

To this plaint of Mrs. Armitage, Cranmere whispers 
in my ear: “ I say, if she’d take my advice she’d get a 
tight governess for that ballet baby, that’B what she’d 
*do." # . 

Ob, if Mirabellc could hear him ! “ Ballet baby! ” 

' “I wonder if we couldn’t get away from this crowd,” 
he remarks quietly. 

Of this I see no chance ; Mirie has her eyes on us. 
I know to-night she will haunt Mr. Cranmere. 

Fortunately,* Miss Mirabelle’s own arts and graces 
defeat her ends. Two chappy young gentlemen from 
New York — Harold t Thome rson and Regie Van 
Katcher— have remarked and been captivated by Mira- 
belle’s affected childhood and exquisite . poetry of 
motion. These youths saunter up to me and beg me for 
introduction to the object of tljeTr desires, which I 
quickly accord to them. 

At any other'^me Miss Armitage would doubtless be 
delighted by their tribute to her charms. Now she 
gives me a savage glance — but 1 know Mr. Cranmere 
and I are free from her this evening. 

Messrs. Thomerson and Van Katcher are adolescent 
creatures of that new style of fashionable cad who don't 
take hints, and they dog Miss Mirabelle about the 
whole evening, over the veranda, around the patio — no 
^tatter where she wanders to escape them, jollying her 
Alp if she affects temper, chaffing her delicately about 
w^at a pretty child she makes, and giving a display 
of brilliant “ up-to-date ” wit. 

,As I turn away I bear young Van Katcher remark;; 
“What « mamma’s darling she is* I shall put on boy’s 
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knickerbockers to-morrow, and then we*ll be 4$^*^ v 
Fauntleroy pair; won’t we, Miss Mirie? ” 

Mirabelle’s answer I do not catch, but I note as she 
speaks Mr. Van Katchq: 1 looks angry, then foolish, ■ 
while his companion goes into ecstasies of glee. 

However, they hold to Mirie like glue, and a little 
later in the evening somehow a palm tree finds us sit- 
ting under it in the garden. I don't mean all of us— 1 - c 
only Mr. Cranmere and myself. * 

“ Those violets are awfully good of you, Miss Evie,” 
he says, lookings at me quite rapturously. 44 1 wonder 
how it is you always contrive to look so — ” 

“So unlike the black beauties of the Queen of the 
Congo’s court,” 1 laugh. “That’s not^ astonishing, I 
am a Saxon.” 

“No, I don’t mean exactly that, I mean those vio- 
lets become you; awfully good of you to wear them.” 

“ Would you appreciate an Indian gift?” I suggest. 

4 ‘Yes, {torn you.” 

He looks so pleased that I adorn his buttonhole wi^h 
a few of the violets h§ has sent me. 

Then we have a very nice hour or two — 4wo, I think, 
for the clock is striking eleven as he *rises to go, and 
makes one of his stupid British bulls. 

He says: 44 1 expect to have an awfully busy day 
of it to-morrow — coca-plum and appointment about a 
sponge contract in Key West. But I hope to turn up 
some time in the evening.” 

44 Very well, come when you please,” I return in my 
most indifferent voice. I am not altogether satisfied 
with being made second to business at a watering 
place — at anywhere! * ■ . w 

44 You — you are not annoyed with me ? ” he mutters** 

44 Annoyed? Why should I be annoyed l ’ My tone, 
though questioning, is savage. 

“ Well, I— I didn’t know-^you seemed deuced angry;. 
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/ ^on Jhirm I- draw my rocking,. chair under the proper * 
iofcfis of the electric lights, the exact glow to bring 
out in poetic gleam my white arms and ivory shoulders 
My e} r es look at him with intention, my voice is 
low and soft. I try to intoxicate him. I believe I 
Succeed. • 

He becomes happy. His eyes meet mine with a. 
■radiance that is not quinine. If I didn’t stay him he 
would say somethin g.wilc^ but I am still mistress of 
myself and of the arts^of* soeftty enough to stop him 
at the proper moment — here in this crowd, with Mirie 
and Jonas almost within earshot, it would have been 
too embarrassing. What would I have answered him — * 
I can’t tell, and yet I know 1 am not flirting with 
him. 

He rises to go, and whispers: “T say, will you do 
me a great favor? ” 

“What?"' 

“Come down and see Fort Marion with mp to-morrow 
morning? You know I’m going away the day after.” 

He is going away the day after! If I don’t accept 
his invitation perhaps she will. I seize it! “With 
pleasure,” I saty. 

“Meet me at 8 o'clock in the rotunda — the — ah — 
usual place. Will you have breakfast with me? ” 

If I don’t accept his invitation to breakfast perhaps 
she may. “ Twill,” I answer, very cordially. 

“You have quite jollied me up,” he laughs. “I m 
almost through wiih my investigation ofrfhe coca-plum 
business there. t I can have a morning off again.” 

Is he a hypocrite? If so he is the most consummate 
one I ever met, and has the strategy of old Ovid, He 
brings” up Miss Webster himself. & 

Just as he is bidding me good-bye he breaks out in 
his disconnected English way that I hate: “By the by, 
I. stay, did you see that — er— article in the Jackson-, 
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ville Statesman t Rather good joke, wasn’t it, about :. 
Miss Webster? Carious birds, these American news-;,, 
papers, don't yer know! Very glad to see you havenV 
been cut up about it." 

Glad I wasn't rut up « about it! Of course after 
that I can never mention Miss Webster’s name to him, 

I would pull my tongue out first. 

Good-night," he adds, seeing I do not answer* 

“ Awfully jolly evening. ’ Something to tell you to-mor- 
row mornirig.” % * 

He squeezes my hand. Oh, goodness, I return it! 
Then he goes away, apparently very jolly and very 
Jtappy. What bad taste to mention her! Almost as 
bad as the article in the Statesman 

What is he going to tell me to-morsow morning? 
To-morrow morning he shall forget that that girl at* 
the San Marco exists. 1 * 

* 

I watch him as he moves along the veranda. Pretty 
Mirabelle in her*toilet jle grande delhoisdU tries to c&tch 
his attention, but he dOcs.not see her. 

Pooh! It is not Mirabelle I fear; it is— 
heavens and earth, that I should fear anybody! What 
misery — what humiliation ! . 

Blushing at my own thoughts, J rise to fly frojp 
them! 

I go up to my room to write this in my memoirs, I 
don’t know how to spell a word I'll look it up. 

The dictionary is in my hand. On it I read 
4t Webster!" 

It goes to tfie other end of the room ! ^ 

Then I have a night or it. 
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CHAPTER V, 

**1 HAVE WRITTEN TO YKR GOVERNOR !” 

St. Augustine, March 4th, 1894. 

I awake from horrid dreams* to astonish Elise. again, 
by making her dress me at 7:30. I am probably 
unusually ‘exigent in regard to my toilet. My maid 
sechis stupid. . • 

And yet my costume* is Simplicity itself. Just a 
plain white muslin gown, spotless a% mountain snow; 
just two pink blush roses; just one broad azure satin 
sash round my lithe waist; just two of the prettiest lit- 
tle piquant French bottincs; just two laced and broid- 
ertd — but X # am becoming as diffuse in details as if I 
were a woman's dress reformer — just snowy ruffled 
skirts and flounces; just silken hosiery to match my 
scarf; just a sunhat^f Leghorn, soft, big and ribboney 
and a sunshade gigantic enough for an awny tent, of 
white gleaming satin and draped by blue satin bow — 
ind l go down. • 

The thing is effective, I know. As I enter the 
rotunda the head clerk, who is just getting to his morn- 
ing’s work in the offkfe, emits under his breath,^ startled : 
“ Gee Whiz !” and he sees many wondrously beauti- 
ful toilets in a St. Augustine season. 

Mr. Cranm^re has again paid me the compliment of 
being before his time. He is waiting for me, I think 
my get-up takes his tongue out of hum He simply 
looks at me and gasps: “Thanks, awfully! ” 

But I can talk for two. As I look at him I per* 
,'ceive before me a triumph over the girl t dreamed 
! about. * “ Let's run along*/’ I say ‘lightly, “to break- 
fast/' * ■ 

“Thinks, awfully ! ^ 
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.‘‘Have you taken yoUr quinine this morning? H I 
ltfftgh. “You seem so quiet ” 

“Quiet? ” His eyes biaze up excitedly. Then he 
says, determination in his voice: “If I’d known you'd 
look like this I'd have cut down my ration. You’re — 
you’re so exhilarating and breezy.” 

By this time \\e are in the Alcazar restaurant. Here 
I find as pretty a breakfast as the one of three days 
ago, only there is a beautiful bunch of frpsh violets, 
the dew still on them, upon my plate. 

For some reason we 4on’t talk much, which is curi- 
ous, as we don’t eat much either — at least I don’t. 

After a little 0 he says: “Let’s* get down to Fort 
* Marion and catch the sea breeze before the sun gets 
up.” 

“No fear of my complexion,” I laugh, and shake 
out my sunshade in all its ^gleaifiing white satin glory 
as we leave the Alcazar, arid crossing ihe Plaza stroll 
to St., George Street and along that little, nar- 
row, old-fashioned, mediaeval thoroughfare through the 
city gate — the last relic of a walled town in the United 
States — then by the shell road past the San Marco*, 
to Bay Street and the sea wall. Here, crossing 
over the moat to the barbican, we .reach another 
bridge, which takes us into the old Fort built by the 
Spanish king “ Fernando Sexto This I note from t|ie 
inscription over the gate which is joined with the arms 
of Spain. * 

However, this; Spaniards have all gone away— years 
ago, I believe; now a few of Uncle Sam’s soldiers 
occupy the works, one of whom volunteers as our guide 
and shows us through the casemates. ‘ - 

“I say, let’s go up to the platform and eryoythe 
real beauties of the place— the view from the battery? 
That sentry-box up there in the corner of the waltf? 
Mr.-Cranmere indicates this by a wave of his handy 

“i£ the coolest place in St. Augustine.” / . 

' - 1 , * * ' 

• x , ' . ' • ■ ' * H * '4 < * .'.V 



“ Jtyhat makes you guess that? ” I question. 4 
' . ll Oh, bless you ! T ran all over the place yesterda^ 

^returns Mr,„ Cranmere; “and know the points of it 
. pretty well. ” 

r This .confession makes me desperate. She , doubtless, 
ran all over the place with«him. However, he shall 
see that I can do as beautiful ruin-climbing as the Web- 
ster girl. I’ve got exactly the costume for it, and 
have done.picnic acrobatics before. Therefore, with 
# fairy feet I skip up the winding incline ahead of him to 
reach the parapet and’get .the \jie\v, that we have really 
come for. 

Right in front of- me, blue as cobalt, is Matanzas 
Inlet dashing straight in from the ocean through two' 
narrow sandspits ; beyond the Atlantic tossing in lazy 
tropic grandeur goes to the horizon, unbroken save by 
the distant smoke of a passing New Orleans steamer. 
At my very feet washing the coquina walls of the bat- 
tery, the rippling waves of the inlet run north and south 
between wooded beSches, very blue s‘ave where the 
white sand in the shallows makes them gleam under the 
brilliant sun. ^ 

As I cry out in rapture at the sight, the breeze flying 
in from the open ocean plays about me and tempers 
the sun’s rays. But jt is no gentle zephyr that dallies 
with my white skirts and ruffles my laces, and nearly 
blows me away. W'jth an effort I brace myself against 
and make, as I fondly hope, a pretty picture as I 
stand outlined in the breeze like a "dainty, yacht with 
white sails fluttering in the wind, and flags, signals and 
|&snnons streaming to the gale. That is what I do, l 
stream to the gale. 

>Jr r Cranmere gazes at me with a muttered “By 

. Jove!”- ; * 

.r v.Jts it of admiration? Did she look as well when 
steamed in the gale yesterday? 



; .y#6 - ■■ ~- y , ;< ■ r xogmiinim, • 

„ '' * \ - 

'£'• Alicrther ana stronger puff f *?.>* < 

/ With' a little scream I give a half frightenedcluicb 
•at iny skirts, that seem as if they were blowing frbm 
pne. Then Boreas seizes upon my enormous , sun- 
shade and figuratively X go to pieces. My beautiful 
white satin umbrella is just departing upon a balloon 
ascent; my hat* is already half off my head, my tresses , 
are waving in the wind, I myself am staggering and 
reeling from the force of the summer cyclone ; when," 
with another muttered “By Jove! ” Mr. Cranmere 
gathers me in — fluttering muslin skirts, floating blue 
ribbons and tyssed -about chestnut hair. With one 
. hand he seizes upon the departing sunshade, the other 
* keeps me from falling. . 

“ I’ll — I’ll do very well now,’ I gasp, “ if you’ll only, 
take care of that awful sunshade." This he has, with 
man’s promptitude, immediately furled. 

“You ought to know sufficient about yachting,” he 
laughs, “to take in sail in a galeeof wind.” 

“ I’ll — l’,U do very weli now,” I stammer blushingly, 
for his arm is still around my waist. c , 

“ I don’t think I dare trust you,” and in a second 1 
find myself promptly seated in the sentry-box, Mr. 
Cranmere taking post near my feet. ‘ ■ 

I of course thank him for his timely aid. He re- 
wards, the 'soldier fori his attention, .and that son ; 0f\* 
Mars leaves us to ourselves. ; ’ : .' 

■ .Our conversation' after a little becomes persbhaf. ' 
He commences to talk about himself and 'England 
again. “You know,”?M. ! hays, ** I’vb beeni/ia*tfal 
hard -luck for th<^d|st three or 'fouKjfearsfr •’ Things v 
’.are conwaiencing -wlfiange with' me . n '" *.* '■ ’ ■• / r ‘\ > ' 

'i*v^Y«s> ^hapB , you^may' ; get ) «m'itdvMc^:in'.^la»y‘'W , -“'. 
swsediat of your chlorid cbntracterWlth 
you'^w,; Tm 'proud of^yo^fSe*^* 

“ Rigley .sneered. so/* and 'X ikow/Xih Cnamw. m-§ 
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14 Yes, but that wasn’t so very clever of tne„* You, 
see I was better posted than he was, that’s ail; But 
I’m awful glad you think that transaction. showed busi- 
ness instinct. That’s what I’ve been trying to cultivate 
ever since I gave up wearing Her Majesty’s uniform. 
It’s the deuce in all after you’ve acquired the sporting 
instinct, to get the business instinct.”* 

“Is there a difference between them?” I ask,* 
attempting* philosophy. “ They are both for gain.” 

“Yes, but one trie§ foi* a dead sure thing^and the 
other is willing to take chahce*. That’s the difference 
between a pillar of commerce and a ^bookmaker,” he 
laughs, then adds rather proudly: “You know, I am 
commencing to have business instinct very strongly* 
developed in me.” 

44 Why ? ” Task, opening my eyes. 

44 I’m commencing to think of paying my debts. 
Mind you, only to think of it. I have been calculating 
I might compromise* with my Shylocks^if 1 could make 
up my mind to live in some beastly, outgof-thc-way, 
unhealthy place well located for gathering in tonics, 
roots and balsams, and all tha* kind of thing, don’t 
yer know ? For Nature where she develops disease, 
always in her* kindly way puts plenty of specifics 
for its cure just *dt hand. In the valley of the 
Amazon, where you have no end of fever right upon the. 
mountain slopes, she has planted cinchona; the tree 
under which the chloral snake raises its deadly fangs, 
supports the t^wining guaco weed, to make its bite 
innoxious, don’t yer appreciate ? ” • 

; “No, I don’t "appreciate,” I sdy, sharpj^^^ 

Has he brought me here to gabble about phw'sophy? 

“Yer don’t?” he mutters disappointedly. Then 
after a little I commenced to divine the drift of, his 
remarks* “I wonder,” he says dreamily, “whether 
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any girl 'would love a fellow enough io nin off to the 
Orinoco or the Amazon and spend three orlfdtlr yfea& 
.knocking about with him ? " He looks pathetically at 
me. T>oes he forget that he is talking to the heiress df 
Bulger's Bile Exterminatof, who can support a husband 
where and how she pleases? 

“that's the 'matter with London or Paris?" I, 
laugh in the light slang of the day; then go on more 
seriously: “A man should not be above* accepting 
some little favors from his wiffe— and that 1 presume ” — 
here my tone is distinctfy moral — "is the relationship 
you hinted at in regard to the girl.” 

Oh, gracious goodness ! He has given me the start 
of my life. He has said in his disconnected, British 
way: “Yes, that's what I was talking about, a wife. 
— By the by, last night I wrote to your governor, don't 
yer know ? ” « 

“You — you wrote to my father?” I am deathly 
pale as I stammer this out. « , • 

“Certainly ! Your father’s address is Abner Joel 
Bulger, 479! Fifth Avenue, New York.” ( 

“O-o-ohi” This if a gasp’of confusion and dismay. 
Blushes fly over me from head to heel, I cannot look 
him in the face. My manner last night must haye 
made him sure of me. I turn my head away and think 
dizzily: “What will papa — what will Seraphia say?” 

Though Mr. Cranmere says nothing I am sure he is 
gazing at me. I feel his eyes, they draw mine to 
them; falteringly, coyly and bashfully in a big blush I 
look up. * * 

» Our eyes meet, thVft mine droop, I hang tny head; 
for as I gaze, his face changes from an astonished cOn- 
sttrttlgjpn,! cannot understand, to joy, triumpk-afri*/ 
Yes, fsee it there, lovt. I * 

I fhink' I W him murmur : “My darling 1 ” ‘ * , 

1 am bloshingly placing with my, sunshade ; In a 
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i crazy way I am prodding my projecting boot with It#. 

' tip; bis breath fans my neck; one of his hands has 
| captured mine, the other is near ray waist — my ears 
■ are open for his words of love, my lips are waiting for 
; betrothal kisses. * 

When suddenly 1 give the start of frightened maiden- 
hood ! “Beg pardon, sir, but it’s twelve o'clock* youi* 
quinine time,” comes to me in Maddox's plebeian but 
" faithful tones. , 

“ That's 'right * al-xfways lowk out for your— your 
master,” 1 say with a sickly smile. 

With the snarl of a wild boast, George — that is, Mr. 
Cramttere— bolts his powder, looking the unutterable* 
at his Valet “Maddox,” he says savagely, “one 
whuld think you kept a Scotland-Yard-eye on me. How 
the deuce did you know I was here 7 " 

“Well— 1 — 1 hnly guessed it, sir. I knew you were 
down here yesterday; but I didn't know you were 
accompanied this time, sir. Beg pardon.^ sir,” and 
Maddox, unable to stand his master's glaring eyes, 
retires down the stairs as i rise tg go. 

the vak t didn't know his master was accompanied 
this time? Who^acccompanied him the other time ? 

My voice trembles a little as I falter: “Twelve 
o'clock 1 It s lime for me to return to. the Ponce de 
Leon to lunch,” and pass out of the old coquina watch- 
tower. . 

“Yer— > er won’t stay ? ” he asks, reproachfully. 

*‘I can’t. Mrs Armitage will be expecting me," I 
ran at the top of the incline now. 

“Yer— yer not angry, I hope ? ” he stammers, 

“I ? With whom?” Though inquiring, 
indicate-temper. , * o 

“Why, with Maddox, don't yer knot* ? He’s «* 
beastly unexpected! ” i 

' •' Pmtwer to this is to sternly step down ib«j 
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Before I reach the lower casemates he is by my side, 

whispering; “Then I'll go with you. You won't dehv 
me this ? You — you know,” he adds sadly as we stride 
over the enceinte, “that I get out of St. Augustine to- 
morrow.” « 

“Leave here ?.” Despite myself my tone is anxious 
now.. * 

“Yes, for Southern Florida, Tampa, and jail that, on 
the coca-plum and sponge business. Go by the early 
train. I thought I toU^you that" two days ago.” 

“Why, that’s the train I leave by!” I say, excitedly* 

“You?” 

* “Yes. Mrs. Armitagc takes Mirabelle and myself 
to Tampa to-morrow morning — same train/’ As X 
speak I lake a snap-shot at his face. Rapture is on it. 
1 shall call him George from noft on — in my mind. 

“This is awfully jolly,” he laughs. “Awfully jolly.” 
Tampa is no end of fun — orange groves, sandy beaches, 
cocoanuts and sentiment, and all°that.” 

Our eyes meet again. Yes, there is sentiment on 
George’s face — there might be passion were this the 
place to show it. 

Even as I ga?e hlushingly on him a group of tourists 
a::d visitors are coming into thq Fort, one, a dapper 
young man with snappy eyes and blonde mustache 
whose face seems familiar to me. He looks at me 
knowingly, then at Mr. Cranmere, an^l a smile goes 
over his face. Where have I met him ? As he passes 
l follow him^vvith my eyes. He is taking out a note* 
book, and this gives me a clue. I remember, he is the 
little reporter of the Jacksonville paper who, *Mirie says, 
will do on a quiet afternoon. 

Just here I forget the newspaper man. I. catch, a 
glimpse of .George’s face — I suppose I like to look at it 
now— and the expression on it astonishes me. Tteis 
^evidently thinking; very hard/ There is an amusid 



embarrassments it* once he laughs to himself a little, 
though in a sheepish, hang dog kind of way. 

u You seem amused," I rematk, 

^“No-a — not exactly, 1 he stammers, then his face 
grows serious and embarrassed. There’s something 
on his mind. 

“I— I want to tell you,' he says, then suddenly 
checks himself, and in his irrelevant, disjointed manner, 
remarks: * Awfully jolly day, this 1 . ” 

“ Awfully jolly," l^return. 

We ^re passing the ample balconies of the San Marco. 
Does he fear that she will see him wjth me? Then a 
sudden flash of triumph goes through me. George’s 
face has told me that lie loves me. He has written to 
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my father. Poor Miss Webster! If she but knew! 
The thought *of her ^distress, I am ashamed to say, 
makes me happy. George's manner makes me happier 
as we go on. It grows easier, and his conversation 
apparently is coming to his letter again. 

He suggests: “ You know very little abqut me, Miss 
Evie. You see, we’ve only had live days of it together. 
Vou don’t even know my name. • 

“ Oh, yes I do," I reply; “ George R. M. B. Cran* 
mere." • 

“ You haven’t half guessed it," he says, laughingly. 
“ It’s George Ramilles Malplaquet Busaco Cranmere." 

“Oh, goodness!" I cry. “Where did you get^all 
that? " 

“ It's after the names of battles my ancestors fought 
in. There's two or three more of them backed on to 
me — Gibraltar and Waterloo, I believe, but no, visiting 
card will contain them all, so I’ve dropped them from 
the list. If you want to be quite sure about it, you'lL 
have to hunt me up in Burke, don't ycr know? 1 * 

He’s in “Burke!” That means at least Landed 
, Gentry. Delightful! I hope he’s put that in his letter 

\ I ' 4 ' . 
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Somehow or other that epistle seems to he in Ip# mM 
also. Twice he approaches the subject, hut we'jja *0, 
the Alameda now, and the crowd is too great for confi- 
dences, 

“ You know er— that — that letter,” he says, then ft 
the- roses fly up to iny cheeks he grows embarrassed, 

• and mutters: “ Quite a crowd here, don't ycr know? " 

“Yes,” I answer. “ Quite a crowd, You were 
going to say something? ’’ , . ( 

“ Y-e-s,” he mumbles hesitatingly, but here a sudden 
determination seems to < ome to bun ; he says sharply, 
“That will rest until to-morrow on the tiain, Yer 
see, we’H be pretty well together on the train ” 

' “Won't you come in to lunch?” I iemark, for we 
are now at the entrance of the Ponce de Leon. ' - 
“I can’t,” he answers; “I’Ve no «end of busi- 
ness. I’ve got three or four letters to write, an exper- 
iment in the coca-plum to finish ; I’ve got a man to 
see about Key West sponges. I’ll—" 

“You’ll come in this evening?” 

“ Yes, over in the evening,” he says, cheerily. “Bujt 
it’ll be late. You kpow I'm trying to be a business 
man now. You won’t think any the wor,e of me for 
that, will you ? ' His eyes meet mine frankly but 
pleadingly. , 

“No; nor iny father, either,” I say. He has my 
hand to his. I fed a sudden thrill come through bint. 
H? turns his head, then looks at me in an embarrassed 
way again, and mumbles: “Thanks, awfully! Good- 
bye! ” and strides away* , , 

I look after him, wondering what he has .upon jtgt 
mind that embarrasses him. Hoes he love me? Yesj 
his eyes showed that Oh, if be doesnlt, ,what wijl,3ujj 
think of my coy .blushes, ipy embarrassed mapi^erl 
But he dotsi l know-in my heart George low* if*, ' 
and fra happy. ' M 
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* $& I stroll t&raugh the courtyard the very fountains 
Seem to tipple with joy— the vety breere in the trees 
seems to sing happiness. 

• Here Mirie meets me, kisses me, puts her arm round 
my Waist, and says, in her frank, childish manner: 
“ Did yoto catch him? ” Then as she looks in my face, 
discerning Mirabel le thinks she sees answer to her 
qacstion, and ejaculates: “You did! you did! You 
weren’t content with poor Jonas. You’re the greedi- 
est giri I ever s nv— vtnd* rani so scarce here ! ” With 
this she goes away po'uting and 'angry and a very curi- 
ous look on her face, because I can’t 4 help laughing at 
her. Why shouldn’t 1 laugh? 

I go up to mjr room and hurry Elise in the packing * 
We have a quiet lunch (for Jonas is away spending the 
d&y on a yachl) unbroken save for one little ripple. 

Mrs. Armitage looks at me severely and says: “You 
have been away again, Evte, with that Englishman.” 

“Yes, we did Fo# Marion,” I answer, ainly. 

“ I am sorry. 1 think it unwise, you kpow so little 
hbout him. Fortunate!} we leave to-mOrrow morning.” 

, “Yea," chirrups Mine, “he loaves to-morrow morn- 
ing alio. I was down m the ticket office and saw his 
name on a section in our car My goodness, mamma, 
you’ll have your hands full in Tampa.” 

Neither of us reply to Mirabelle’s wit, though my 
chaperone looks concerned. As for me, I am happy, 
even rf Mrs?* Armitage doesn't approve. What girl 
cares for a chaperone m such a case as this* 

The afternoon passes dreamily to me I read a 
hook of sentiment. My eyes grow misty with happi- 
ness as t thihk of Southern Florida, cocoanut groves, 
eternal sunshine, and— George! , 

The'tune draws along* Arrayed for His delight I 
epnib Into the glittering dining-room end dinher 
ptoses Then I chat with two 08 three Jadiet tyjrtho 

’ .’V "i 
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porch, waiting for him. Nine o'clock — he doesn't 
come. 

Ten o'clock — he strides in. 1 see him; the electric 
lights seem to grow brighter. George's hand clasps' 
mine, George's eyes speak^ unto mine. 

“I've torn myself away for five minutes, you 
know,*from business, just to say good-night," he says 
happily. His eyes arc blazing into mine like Romeo's 
in the balcony scene. My glance droops before his. 

“You can t stay ?" 

“No, I've got a cable*to send to Pink, White & Co, 
I've just had an answer from them about the chloral 
^contract. I say, I want to make a little money; 
I'm awfully anxious to get ahead in the wo^ld, now 
more than ever. You see I may have somebody else 
to take care of, don’t yer know ? " My fiand is still in 
his — he is squeezing it — so. tenderly. 0 

There are too many people about. Mirie has seen 
him and is approaching. I know in her childless, art- 
less way sho will interrupt our interview. Then 1 utter 
suddenly, heedlessly, something for which I would 
have bitten my tongfce out the next instant: “You 
put all these things in your letter to my father ?" 

Good heavens! what an effect have* I produced on 
him. At my words he blushes tip to the eyes, be- 
comes embarrassed, stammers, then suddenly says; 
“Good-night, I — I’ll explain about that letter to- 
morrow morning, don't yer know, on the train. You 
must forgive me then — I — I'll tell you everything 
And wringing? my hand in an apologetic kind of way 
he whispers: “To-morrow!" There, is passion in 
his voice, but wonderful embarrassment. 

I am too dazed to speak as he goes away leaving 
me wondering. 4 

Mine conae.s uf> and prattles: ‘ * He didn’t ^tay 
long, did he ? M you’d let him take you to a palm tree 
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in the garden be might have lingered longer, mightn't 
he ? Evie, you try to be too innocent. That isn’t th^ 
Way*. r Be innocent and up to snufF also. Abelard and 
I will hold consultation on you to-night.” 

“ Don’t you dare talk to t your hideous beast about 
me ! ” I cry in rage. 

After that I don’t pay much attention to her. « t am 
thinking of George. 1 go upstairs. - What did he 
mean by explaining to-morrow ? Was it about Miss — ?* 
Pshaw! nonsense! (San't I trust him until to-morrow 
morning ! I will ! m 

I go to bed and dream happy dreams 


CHAPTER VI. V 

, FLYING NORTHWARD. 

March jth, I#Q4. 

’ I am up with the lark; I hurry Elise, I run down to 
breakfast. I must not miss the frain, he will be wait- 
ing for me. 

I am down Before any one. Elise thinks I am an 
idiot. We’ve an hour to .spare. 

As I wait for my breakfast'd look ov£r the Jackson- 
ville Statesman ? which has been placed by some careful 
friend beside my plate. The local news done, I turn 
carelessly to the society column, reported by telegraph 
from St. Augustinfe. Perhaps J shall sSe her name, 
poor girL She.is not going with him — I am! 

I do! Oh, God of mercy, l do! I can’t read — yet I 
decipher these lines that brand themselves into my 
brain: • 

* , 

"We are hsippy to announce the engagement of fcflia* 
Webster, the beautiful heiress, the dashing young English 





traveller and cotabe exptfitaeiuor, Mt« Qcrtvgt R. Ill* 8* Cf*v*» 
mere. It tans not yet been formally announced, but facta 4©ofc 
that way, Tbe beautiful heiress goes to-morrow, we utater* 
stand, to Southern Florida, and Mr. Craftfttere Will be of the • 
party. How they will enjoy poetic Tampa! Mr. Cranmere has 
f been very attentive. They cjld the orange suburbs one day 
and, we Relieve, Fort Marion together the other day. Miss 
Webster is a great heiress, Jttft? the wedding MhJ 

Rini; the w* doing mu •>! They ring in my ears till * 
the room swims round mo. That’s what he meant by 4 
“HI explain to-moriow 1 ” «Th.vt's why he had that 1 
hang-dog expression a * t.e passed the San Marco. He 
feared she would^sco him* 

After a little l contme to thiuk — if spasms of 
wotlnded self-love and stricken pnde are thoughts. I ; 
shall not go to Southern Honda; that humiliation I 

couldn’t bear. * 

« 

As this comes to me, Mrs. Amutage and Mtrabelle 
sit down beside me ; both are in travelling dress and ready 
for the tram. I look at them m,a dazed, dizzy way, 
and see Mi^ie holds in he; hand a copy of that cruel ; 
paper. They both gaze at me, the mother sympatheti- 
cally; the daughter can’t tell what is in her face. < 
She looks half dehghtc d, h ilf frightened 

“I — I hate changed my mind, Mrs. Armitage,” I 
falter, “I can't go to Southern Florida this morning . 
with you.' 

Here my chaperone in her motherly way rescues Me 
from some of my embarrassment. $hw s&ys. " Evie, 

I think under tftts circumstances you are wise* I can't 
postpone my.trip, having made all .my arrangements/ 
What do you think best to do* ” , 

“ I— I’m going to New York by the afternoon train,* 

I answe r, ^ 

"Can I help you in any* of youf arrangements? ? 
have yet a little time. 1 ’ * 

" No, I haw Eltee," 
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> Then she, gets up* gives me a motherly ki« and 
whispers. U I am sorry for you! Don't think another 
thought about him; 1 read the article this morning 
'The miserable creature ! " 

‘‘Pooh! that’s nothing!” I reply, pride coming lo s 
my aid; then raise my vofcc for the benefg of any 
open ears at the surrounding tables: »“ I have received* 
a telegram from papa which makes it necessary W me 
to return N urth immediately.” 

With this, bidding her good-bye, I hurry off m search 
of Elise, who lias got Che trunks downstairs. I order 
them upstaii s again. Elisc Hunks 1 am crazy, 

“We’re not going,” I say. “At least, not this 
morning! We will probably return to New York,’* 
and pa/ no attention to lier excited French jabbering. 

Twice I have a desire to throw hiy pride away; twice 
J fight myself to resolution. Perhaps at the very last 
I should changfi my mind again and go to that tram, 
but Mine appears at the door of my room, petting her 
canithe. * 

“ I've just come to kiss you good-bye, ’ slie prattles. 
1‘1'iu glad you’re not going wijh us. It would be a 
dreadful mistake.” She still hold.*, the Jacksonville 
Statesman m hej hand. 

“You’ve seen thi>j — this Miss Webster* ’ 1 say, curi- 
osity getting the better of my pride for one minute. 
“Oh, yes.". 

| “ You think.shc’s engaged to him? ’ 

“ Well, if blushes mean auythmg, you would have 
thought she was when I hinted it to her last night ” 

“ O-o-oh ! ” I can’t repress the sigh. Then l mur- 
mur; “ Shp is vbry beautiful, I suppose? ” 

“Well, she thinks she beats the earth!" remarks 
'IlirabeUe. “She’s^got a # pretty good opinion of her- 
self, and then, she's going to have such pots of money. 
Oh! 1 hope I haven't wounded you! Abelard and i 


9» THE LADIES’ JUGGERNAUT, 

must be going* Don’t you want to kiss poof Abelard? ’ 
But I am too overcome to reply to this. I bid 
Mirabelle God-speed and lock myself in my room. Pots 
of money! The miserable fortune hunter! Can I” have 
been mistaken in what he hinted by his deluding, 
foolish, disjointed suggestion of a letter to my father! 
Have 1 made some fearful blunder? 

Great heavens! There is a clanging in my ears. It 
is the bell of the outgoing train for .Southern Florida. 
George has gone away! ° * 

They sha’n’t see that! care. Towel and cold water, 
and I go down to show everybody in the hotel that Mr. 
<George Families Malplaquet B u sac o C ran mere has been 
to me but a pour passer le temps . 

Some of them like,to torture me. Miss Parkins and 
friend get near me on the veranda, where I must over- 
hear them. “Poor girl!”, says that spiteful spinster, 
“she didn’t catch him, after all. He went this morn- 
ing with his fiancee to Tampa. <Have you seen the 
beautiful Miss Webster? ” 

“Never,” replies her chum. “But I don’t think 
she’d have to be a Vgnus to give points to the Bulger 
Exterminator girl. ’* 

Then Jonas comes about and tries to b*e civil — hoping, 
perchance, to catch my heart on the rebound, but once 
or twice 1 hear him struggling with a suppressed chuckle. 

These things make a great devil of pride rise up in 
me. Early in the afternoon a letter postmarked 
Palatka is brought me by the bell boy. I’ve seen 
enough of hiS writing to know it. * 

Then the devil does its work. In a .flash I seize it, 
tear it into a hundred pieces, throw itout of my window, 
and the four winds of heaven blow it about the shrub* 
bery of the Ponce de Leon gardens. Yes, that’s right! 
I might have been >veak and womanly and read jt! Oh, 
lleavcns! What was in it? I believe I’m half orazy, 
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Oh, lion-hearted Seraphia, if you were only here, to 
comfort your poor niece — 

I must get back to New York to you — to papa— 

I am writing this crazy outburst on the train as it 
flies to the North — away f^om blue skies, bright sun- 
shine and the perfume of the orange flowers. How 
I hate their scent. They remind me of the man who 
slighted mg for Miss Webster. 

* . Neiv York , March 6fh. 

I am writing this with* the lyrow in my heart. Papa 
has just placed it there; on the ferryboat crossing over 
from Jersey City. * * 

He and Seraphia meet me on the arrival of th^ 
Florida’ train, and escort me to the boat. Elise and a 
footman look rafter in y wraps and baggage. ^ To aunt 
and father I try to be bright, buoyant and airy — like 
my old self; but it doesn’t succeed with Seraphia. 
Kind old Seraphia. Noble old Seraphia. Every plant 
of her number four boots means business 

In the lights of the ferryboat papa looks at me and 
•remarks* tenderly: “You should have stayed longer 
down South; you don’t look rested enough, my little 
daughter.” 

Seraphia says: “Abner, she shouldn’t have gone! 
Her eyes blaze as if she had ^an electric light inside 
her. That child has run foul of a dynamo in Florida.” 

“Pooh! nonsense!” I ejaculate. “Just give me 
carte blanche at the dressmaker’**, papa, and see the 
dynamo run when. Lent is over,” . 

“I rather imagine I can do that,” says generous old 
papa. “ You see, E vie, you’ve earned your board down 
South.” And he pats me on the cheek. 

“Earned her board !** screams my aunt. “ Ate 
you out of your head, Abner? How? ” 

“Why a.few days ago I got a letter from a travel- 
ling agent of Pink, White & Co., of London. He 



“$4 jLA pm* JpdbtttNAVJ, ' 

said through your kindly introduction he had tna&^a 
contract with Mr. Ripley for chloral, jHe wrote offer- 
ing me, on behalf of his firm, quinine t#o cents an 
ounce under the market ’’ 

"Don’t deal with him,’' I cry out. "He swindled 
poor Mr. Ripley. He sold him chloral ten cents below 
the market, but two days after chloral dropped thirty 
cents a pound." 

" Too late, " answered papa "I nude a contract 
for $50,000 worth. Pink, White & Co. are, 1 learn, a 
perfectly reliable London house. ” 

"Then, papa, you are done'" 

* "Humph 1 don’t talk nonsense, Kvie,’’ says Seraphu. 
"I read that contract and I know we are nwfdone. 
Quinine doesn’t fluctuate like chloral. We’ve saved 
several thousands of dollars.” ’ , 

To this I do not reply. 1 am choking with rage and 
mortification. 

. 11 

At home,, on Fifth Avenue, I go up to my dear old 
room and there I give way. 

Done! all of us are * tone! Poor Jonas on his chloral 
contract, father ‘on his quinine, and I done most of ail 
— on my heart! Misery 1 what will lie think of my coy 
blushes, my bashful diffidence, my looks of love, on a 
business letter to "yer governor, don’t yer know?” 

Oh, his miserable, haphazard, disjointed British Eng- 
lish! Oh the humiliation ! Oh, George!— -George! 


CHAPTER VH. . 

TO IMPORTED AUft^RL, , J ‘ '' 

, Narragans&t JPitr\ 4 v&ksH tst, 1&94. ' 

To-morrow will be, my birthday-. 1 4 , , j 

l | had intended to wHte, no more (Hanes RffeWHlpc . 
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disastrous ending chronicled in my last. On my return 
from Florida I was tnnuiej for a week. Wounded 
pride hurts jts much as wounded heart to a girl of 
spirit. ' k * 

1 would have been really siek, but I was afraid Sera- 
ph ia might suspect ; and the whole thing ended in a 
burst of laughter. ’ * 

Our former physician, dear old Dr. Plumpcheck, 
* who has attended us for years, suddenly prescribed foV 
me "Bulger’s Bile Exterminator,” and that ended in 
papa's Quarreling with him and my getting well. 

As 1 lay in bed I could hear papi aftd auntie going 
on about it outside. "Curse him,” cries papa, * 'does 
he want to kill my beauty, my darling? ” 

"What has , Plumpcheck done?” asks Seraphia, 
anxiously. • • 

"He has prescribed, for my Evie, Bulger’s Bile 
Exterminator! ” 

"Why, his coni tanf prescription of the medicine was 
one of the things you said reconciled you ’to Plump* 
click’s bills! ” remarks my aunt, sarcastically. 

"Was it?” says papa, grimly. "That was for other 
people’s families. I’m not going to have him murder 
, my darling.” * * * 

"Well, we’ve lived on Bulger’s Bile Exterminator for a 
: good many years,” retorts Seraphia, “and l wouldn’t 
advise you to .make any public attack on Plump- 
■ check.” 

’ "No," mutters papa, and he orders up a pase of Bui- 

j gee’s Bile Exterminator. 

i This' stood permanently in my sick room until I got 
r so tired of the sight of it, with its flaming labels, that 
; 1 really think it cured me after all. 

| ‘ Besides, 1 was desperately, afraid of Seraphia’s argus 
? eyes, for though Seraphia wears glares* unlike most 
| purple #»$y don’t seem to blind her/ . ‘ ( 
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So after a lazy, dawdling week I got up on Easter 
Sunday and made my re£ntr6e into New York society,, 
people said, I believe, a little more spirituclle than ever. 

Old DeCoursey Four-in-Hand, who has been the beau 
of NewYork since the memory of mortal man, insisted 
1 had brought some of the delicate loveliness of the 
tropics back with me. But DeCoursey always flatters 
. young girls; he flatters them into petite flirtations, which 
the old beau enjoys as much as he did tht? more excit- 
able and fervid affaiis of his ^onager years. 

But my recovery was c protracted. Not by the rush 
of New, York society, for 1 love gaycty and excite- 
c ment; but by certain uncalled for and malicious 
snubs from one who had been the friend of my heart, 
These gave me any number of bad half hours, and put 
me into frightful spasms of despair, auger and vindic- 
tiveness. m 

One evening on coming home from Mrs, Van Dusen 
I)c Punster’s musicale, I will adu?.it I looked badly, as 
what girl wouldn’t who had just been snubbed by one 
who had even called her “ sister.” 

I was making my 'toilette de nuit when Seraphia strode 
in. u Elise,” she said to my maid, “leave the room. 
I’ll do your mistress’s hair.” * 

Then I knew something was coming; o!r my aunt, 
who had lately taken a great interest in my health, 
wouldn’t have waited up for me. 

“Now,” says Seraphia, taking the hairbrush imone 
hand and my tresses in the other, and giving a ferocious 
flourish with the brush, “Who’s the man? Out with 
it ! Who's the man 1 M This h emphasised with a savage 
tug at my locks as she thinks of the wretch who has 
trifled with my young affections. 

“ There isn’t any man/M say with a yell:' “ 
it’s a woman \ ” 

“A woman! Then what are you cryi ng about. ?/* 
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“Who wouldn't, with their hair nearly pulled out by 
the roots! ” I whimper. 

“ Did I hurt you, darling ?” And Seraphia soothes 
me — good-hearted old Seraphia — whispering, “ What’s 
the trouble, anyway ? Tell )^)ur old aunt.” 

Whereupon I burst out into a history of my wrongs, 
from Mabel Bitterroot, late of Milwaukee, but no # w of* 
Paris, whose father made beer until he had made a few 
* million dollars, then died from drinking too much of 
it, as many brewers do. ‘They are not like the pro- 
prietor of Bulger’s Bile Ext^mmator; they esteem 
their own wares. • . 

Now this Mabel Bitterroot had been my school chum 0 
at Miss geese’s, on Fifth Avenue. For three years we 
had walked side by side on our daily promenade up 
that thoroughfare Therefore 1, when the Bitterroots 
came to New Y<y*k, had helped Mabel socially. She 
needed it, poor girl, having little but money to recom- 
mend her. Nevertheless I pushed and pulled for her, 
and shoved her into society a little way. . Then she 
went to Paris, and marrying a French title had 
returned to New York Madame ?u Baronne deVieille 
Roche, and this had put her plump into the holy of 
holies of Manhattan society. 

Now I had, to use*a slang expression, banked upon 
Mabel’s returning favor for favor and dragging me 
with her into the social 44 Walhalla. *’ But to my 
chagrin, dismay and astonishment, being well in herself, 
she had set her plump little back and white shoulders 
against the door and was squeezing me out with all her 
assumed French fliic and natural Western energy. 

As 1 finish the recital of my wrongs a terrible 
expression comes into Seraphia’s determined counte- 
nance. “You leave her tome,” she says; “I’ll settle 
that Bitterroot girl in a way that will delight you.” 
“How?” 



■ »**1Wwr jrdfc MM. You ft«|> fip 
she shall dance to your tune and watfe jntb Anne^^eaef^ 
yoa. Have yoy got grit for it ? " #j '« 

I've grit enough for anything,,” I grnyl* out 
between some pearls I cajl my teeth, “to be revenged." 1 * 

I am excited, I am bitter! < » * 

Tyro or three more snubs m the course of the ffctxt 
few days adjl to my chagrin l am omitted from a 
dinner because Madame la Baronne tloesn’f care to meet 4 
Western ptcjplc, I get the cold shoulder from the Horse* 
Club On parade day, Because Mabel de VieiHe Roche 
doesn’t think Jicr* fee^ will compare favorably 
mine on Btrtie Van Diemati’s ( oacli Of course they 
won’t' She weais nunibei threes and a half and l 
number 1 wos— narrow ' It’s a e omphment m one way, 
but the affair makes me despi rate . • 

Into this pandemonium of ciushed <'» t lrom Florida 
and ciushed pride from New Yotk comes dear little 
artless Mirabelle to stu k pins int# me Mrs Armitage 
and daughter tn joute foi Eu.ope pass tluough New 
York 

1 

During itite-a-titfi; little Mitabtllc with ha child^fh 
disregard for othei people’s feelings sj>s to me, play- 
fully but pointedly “And how is Mii* Wefote* i” 

“Don t talk to me of her* * I unswtr * “Isn't she 
married to linn yeti ’• '\ he first sj\agtly, the 
am ashamed to say, so pathetically that Mine laughs 
till the tears arc m her c*yes. r< Didn t you see her ift 
Southern Florida?” I continue 

j “No,” aftsvuis Mine, with Lhildish frankpOgS, 
“That is the curious pait of 'it Miss Wlbster snub* 
bed Quinine l'owders as well as you She* wasn't Op 
the train either. He got fearfully huffy about it t 
cah see him now, biting his mustache 1 But after taking 
a quimne and whiskey at Faiatka he a let^r t# , 
Her, *aml 1 believe she never answered it SWV f 



li^hgftt^itjf that Miss Webster* at least he told* 4 
■/ Sje so. Then yot know — well, I tried to ma!ke up for 
? 'lijss Webster’s absence — to capture Quinine Powders’ 
heart on the rebound, but he was all for the absent 
< • ope.' Even when 1 tried rSy great fin de uitle baby 
. dodge T>f throwing myself into mamma’s lap— you 
f 0kow 1 look very pretty and enfant* gaite that way — he, 
said sulkily.; * If the brat's sleepy why don't you put 
4 h£r to bed, Mrs Armitage? ' 1 lute him for that! Tm 

* serving hfan out for that myt * ' " 

u IIow? M I gasp 

* * At this the artless child goes into snickers of 
laughter, but continues; * ir Jhen some news came to* 
Quinine* Powdeis from his father or grandfather — 

4 grand governor,’ he calls him, I believe, I don’t know 
what’ it was — from England, and so he went to 
Havana and frofti there on to London. He told me, 
Evie, that he thought you were the ±tupide±t flirt he 
had ever seen ” * 

4i Stupidest flirt f” 1 break out in such rage that 
Mirie^ who takes things very ingenuously, goes into the 
hall and I can heai hci in bursts of uncontrollable 


-laughter. 

Rtonce or twice duung her usil, however, she looked 
^juhtically at me as if she had^something to say, but 
as I didn’t have the heart to push her or any one else 
fowftrd m New York society, artless Mirabelle appar- 
ently took a dislike to me, and passed on her way t# « 
London taking hc;r horrible poodle with her and* 
leaving aje^n a state to sacrifice every one, evert my- * 
j$$ f, tp Obtain vfengeance on this unjust world that had 
fronted tioth my $ride and my heart. 1 

Jhsi about this time I accidentally overhear auntie 
la consultation. * ‘^Yqa tpMblteir to Vtoofatok 

‘** **$• $ • 

kYlhttMMVf (U awfiBiM* wNr T/ m.o v *\wv s 
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“ Don’t you think you’d better take her with you to 
Europe?” replies papa. 

“No, she’s not well enough; besides she’d have 
idiosyncrasies, tastes and feelings that might endanger 
my plan, which 1 intend# to run on strictly business 
principles. You open your purse, Abner, and back me 
with the dollars, and if Evie’s the girl I think she is 
we’ll socially smash them all!” With this Seraphia 
plants her number fours down on the flo # or in a way <* 
that I know means something great. 

Yes, that’s what 1 w<fnt to do, smash them all! 

So when my aunfr comes to me and remarks: “ Evie, 
I’ve fixed it. Do you want to crush that Bitterroot 
girl entirely?” T cry out “Yes,” with ryy whole 
injured soul. 

“Would you, to squash her,” — I use Seraphia’s ex- 
pression — “be willing to make a marriage like hers? 
Marry a man with a title? ” 

I have put love out of my hear* and am happier for 
doing it. I say: “Yes, if he’s acceptable. I don’t 
want to marry a drunkard nor a deaf mute nor a 
blind idiot; but if ties presentable and a gentleman 
and has a rank that will permit me to snub those who 
have been snubbing me, and crush* those who have 
been trying to crush me— Yes! ” • 

“ Very well, give u$ your hand on it, old girl,” says 
Seraphia, confidently. “And if there’s a British peer 
in the market I’ll get him for you.” 

Two days afterward my aunt sailed for Europe, and 
I was taken by papa to Colorado, "where the air of the 
, Rocky Mountains made me a new girl, bringing t;he 
fcp^es back again to my cheeks and the elasticity to my 
step, that had been lost in Florida orange groves. A 
peculiar,. devil-may-care indifference was in me; it aided 
my health, but papa suggested that it didn’t improve 
me in other ways. 



THE LADIES JUGGERNAUT. 


4 

lot 

u Yoi\ don’t seem to care for anything, Evie, now,” 
he remarks one day in Denver. 

“Oh, yes I do, for you and dear old Seraphia.” 

Here something comes into my face that makes papa 
start. He sighs, “My litfle Evie doesn’t seem the 
same girl that she was a year ago.*’ 

“I am not,” I return. “ I’m educating myself ioj 
my coming.rank; I'm assuming the indifference and 
hauteur of the aristocracy.” 

But it was only assumptionj What a thrill did go 
through me when about the middle of June, as we were 
dawdling over the beauties of Manitbu, papa showed 
me a dispatch from London ! It was short and pithy, a c • 
all cablegrams are, carry what they may, triumph or 
despair. • 

It read : * * 

“ SettlcJ ! Importing it with me. 

Srrafhia." 

“Importing it wfth me!” I say angrily. “How 
does she dare to call the man I am to marry ‘it!’” 

“Well, you see, Seraphia look^upon it simply as a 
business transaction,” mutters papa hanging his head. 
Then he adds suddenly: “ If you don’t want to go on 
with the matter, Evie, just say the word and I’ll “bust” 
the whole affair, though it will be the most expensive 
speculation I ever went into.” 

“What is ha* Who is he? ” I say eagerly. 

“I don’t know 7 . Only by the price I think he must 
be at least a duke,’.* answers dear papa, ryefully. 

A duke! I’ll do it! Visions of social triumph float . 
through my mind. A duke ! I shall be “ Her '' 
Grace!” I’ll crush them all, especially Madame ta * 
Baronne. Socially she shall feel the prints of my high- 
heeled shoes! 

Looking on me my father says cheerfully: “This 
coming social triumph seems to havg ptft tffew blpo^ :‘r;' ;;f‘' 
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you. Your eyes flash, your cheeks arc rosea, , WTy ;V 

darling, Tm glad I had the money to get it for you. ** r 

It is with this feeling in my heart that I go back ■ , J 
to New York, only stopping one day there. 

Then the heat drives us*to a pretty villa papa has 
taken near Narragansctt Pier on the Point Judith 
road; Sea Viety I believe they call it, and quite prop- : 
erly, for the breakers* wash the rocks almost beneath 
our windows, and the big Fall River boats*pass us in *• 
the evening illuminated like the fairy palaces that 

they are. * 

Two days ago r silting on our veranda and gazing 
r across the waves towards the queen of watering places, 
but eight miles away, I put in a plea for Newport. 

But father growls: “ Two villas with a lord on top 
of them are too much financially for. me at present 
Besides, you’re in touch with Newport* You can sail 
over there in an hour, and make your Newport friends 
perfectly miserable when you’ve got him. You can 
show him off before them, and after the ceremony you 
can flaunt your cards with a title and coronet on them 
till they’re sick. Hojd your horses till you are married 
to him.” 

* 1 Married to him!*' The words seerfi to ring in my 
brain while a sudden chill runs through my backbone. ' 
“Married to him!” * 4 , 

I’d scarcely thought of that! All I had thought pf 
was social grandeur, the title on my card, people cjdl- . 
ing me “My Lady, Countess, Duchess,” or something 
proudly aristocratic. Not much thought of the giving ^ , 
in marriage — that had been so secondary. , y. 

He's getting frightfully near! Seraphia will arrive X 
| t o-day in New York. I am growing so uneasy. T ^ 
v l take the ferry; carriage^ flunkies and all, and 
Newport.-, ’ • ... ;, #i ^ 

’'wtftat puts social backbone into me* ; I see 







ri&ft Cotmt and a Dutch Baron frho arc being wor- 
shiped* What will they say to an English peer?' I 
am resolved ! 

Telegram from Seraphia. She has arrived on the Teu- 
tonic and has him with her* A house party has been 
invited to meet him. We’ve not been able to give 
his name; we have simply invited them to meet*a 
titled gentleman from Europe, and this will bring them 
all. 1 


Naftagatisctt Tier, August 2d, 1894. 

My birthday! I wake with # a jump — the start that 
comes to, people when something dire is going to 
happen. + 

Ahl U remember now. My birthday present, that’s 
what papa calle # d it yesterday — they're going to give me 

my birthday present, i shall see the man who 

I am very nervous and excited. 
u That is right; that’s Parisian, Mademoiselle/’ 
says Elise, as she dresses my hair. Eiise, as usuaF with 
maid servants, has picked up an inkling of what is 
going, to happen. “ It’s quite the proper mode. When 1 
I dressed the young Comtcsse d’Hautville on the day 
her future husband was to be presented to her, the poor 
child trembled so I coi^ld hardly get her gown on. But 
her fia nci was the Dilke de Passy, and he was sixty-five. 
del / Did I hurt Mademoiselle's hair? ’* 

1 For at this sixty-five suggestion I have given a faint 
shriek of nervous dismay. 

“Yes, it's quite right, Mademoiselle, thajt you should 
have- a leetle bashful excitement, it indicates the sublime 
moctesty of the noblesse. ” { 

Sixty-five? I shudder! Seraphia can't have been 
fool enough to buy a sixty-five-year-old Peer of the, 
Real m Can she hive gone on the’ awful theory 

|h|L^ixtyrfive won’t last so long, and the title will live'' ( 
] .v* 1 ' ,i V-' 

< jJw* Sj fui* 1 \ ’ J T' r , \ , , 4 ►. * 1 * * » * i * 1 ■* i ' » * i 1 *" f 1 lV 
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I nervously read the marriage service as I breakfast 
in my room. 

“ Love, honor and obey ” adds to my timidity. I grow 
bashful and blushing! I begin to have the feelings of 
a new Sultana wheivshe sdks the handkerchief flutter at 
her feet. It seems to me I’m being sold myself ! 

Fortunately, 1 am not compelled to social duties; 
the house party are not here, they will not arrive until 
evening, and dinner. 

Word* is brought that papa wishes to see me in the 
library. Am 1 all right? Oh yes, my toilet is exquisite. 
“Is he here? ” £ saV tremblingly to Elisc. 
c. “ No, I think not, Mademoiselle; 1 am not sure.” 

“ Has Miss Bulger come? ’* 

“No, Mademoiselle.” - „ 

Then 1 nerve myself and go clo\v;n.« 

It is only papa, thank God! only*papa! Lie looks 
quite nervous and agitated too, dear old father! 

He says nervously: “I’ve a Ifctter from Seraphia. 
She will be here on the afternoon train. She’s brought 
with her, on the Teutonic , the gentleman who ha fi s 
agreed under financial settlements — ” papa hums over 
this — “to make you the Viscountess Bar-Sinister.” 

“Only a Viscount! ” L pout, disappointedly. 

“Good heavens! isn’t that enough? In time he will 
be the Marquis of Fitzminster. He is twenty-seven.” 

“Twenty-seven! Did she send his photograph?” 

“What’s the good of a photograph when she brings 
him this afternoon?” 

“ Twenty-seven ! Oh, papa, you frighten me. Twenty- 
seven! Per — perhaps he’ll expect me" to love him,” I 
falter in horror. 

“Would you like him seventy ?” growls papa nervously. 
Then he adds, taking me in' his arms: “ Do you want 
to thro'W the matter up? If you do, fire him, Evie, for 
God’s sake! Don’t reproach me afterwards. Don’t 
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come to me and say, 1 Father you have ruined my life/ 
because I haven't done it, you have done it yourself, 
you and Seraphia — curse her vanity ! " Here the old 
gentleman breaks out in rage but finally says: “ You’d 
letter see him anyway ; % this— this cursed birthday 
present of mine/' and he commences to cry over me. 

But 1 return: “Papa, you haven’t the firmness that 
makes a great family. It is necessary to sacrifice 
something in this world. A Viscountess, a future 
Marchioness, I’ll Jo it! k When Seraphia comes bring 
him in ! " # 

Then somehow the thought of cfll the money he must 
have spent for my last fad and all his goodness to ma» 
overcomes me, and I put rny arms round papa’s neck 
and sit down 4)11 his lap and call him “dear old pap,” 
and together we hgvc*a good, old-fashioned cry. 

But still I am determined ! 

J go away much agitated. Til try- to forget all about 
the matter till he eftmes. Twenty-seven! The age is 
a frightfully romantic one. Shall we be married soon? 
Oh no, not very soon. It’s so^hard to give up girl- 
hood, even to be “my lady.” 

In this frame of mind I order my pony phaeton. 

It comes to the door drawn by Punch and Judy, two 
as likely cobs as e - ver were under-sized and over-fed, 
driven by my little tiger Jimmy, as smart and cute a 
boy as ever v$ore livery. 

In this equipage I rattle down Ocean Avenue, past 
the hotels crowded with summer visitors, by the liftle 
street that leads to the beach on which the bathing is 
effected that ‘supplies the pictorial newspapers of 
America with views of sea nymphs in living picture 
dress.* 

The laughing crowd, fhe "gaily costumed ladies, the 
whole scene is a confused jumble in my mind — all I 
know is I am curious to see him and desperately 
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frightened at the thought of beholding him. What. will 
he say to me ? Will he kiss me ? — Q-o-ugh / r . v>> - ; 

I crack my whip! In my pony phaeton I fly acr^sU i 
the bridge to the heights and drive toWltd the north 
for several miles. Turning* I ford Little River, and so 
up the hill with the great blackberry bushes — for Nafrav' 
gansett is celebrated for its wild blackberries — then , 
return home by a roundabout way past the Casino*^- 
everything in Narragansett centers at the Casino. ; 

It is the noontide hour; the bathing has ceased ; a 
crowd of ladies and their*escorts fill the lawn in front 
of the Casino as ] drive past. Lander's orchestra is 
giving out its strains; the bright summer costumes of 
beautiful women, the blue water, the sunny sky remind 
me of Florida. The band is playing one of the waltzes 
I danced with him in Florida — it is Florida! 

For there is Maddox in the roadway at the entrance 
beneath the big arch with other flunkies and valets — 
Maddox! «. 

He doffs his hat and grins to me rather reproachfully 
I think. Oh mercy, he has a quinine powder in his 
5 hand ! * . 

I look up on the crowded lawn, and there — Gh my ’’ 
heaven ! fa-day, when I am to be promised to another; 
to-pay ! — George — there he is, the same Florid** Smile ^ 
on his face — George Crattmere! gazing at me through 
his single eyeglass, as he did on the ramparts of Eort 
Marion ; for there is love in his glance! Yes, I see itl - Y, 
I know iL— it is love ! , ' a 

* i t *■ jfr r^* 1 

The Webster girl and jealousy are forgotten. As ; f 
give bim a sunny smile, I forgive him» Indifferent#;/ C. 
has flown from me, love has come again ! I see at the j- 
same table Mirie, little, artless, laughing Mine, gjvi4| ■ 
chocolates to her accused cajniche, Abelard! , 
playing her cards again for George as she did att a •? 
Southem Ftorida? - ■ She can’t have ca 
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T Wi^i otie flashing crash my whip ftie* Over ;my > 
ppiiies’ backs. Punch and Judy fly as arrows from, a 
: ‘feaw.' . 

Jmust stop&k— stop it! before they betroth me— 
atop it! before Seraphia *drags me into unloving 
matrimony — stop it! someway — so that I and George — 
StQpit! stop it ! ! 9 . - 

With each thought-flash my whip flecks poor Pundh 
and Judy, #ho fly as they never flew before, turning 
into the Point Judith road and drawing up breathless 
into the porte roc hi re of ohr vilih. 

With a spring Jimmy is in fronbof *the horses and I 
am in the library, crying; “ STOP IT ! J ' 9 


* CHAPTER* VIII. 

THE IMPORTER ANIMAL HAS* BITTEN ME ! 

“ What's the matter ? ” screams Seraphia astounded, 
for she and papa are in consultation. Then she seizes ^ 
me injier loving arms, covers me with kisses, and gab- * 
bles, “ Here’s a fine girl to marry a lord ! and I’ve got 
him, E vie— got htn? at a bargain ! ” 

“Is he — in — the — house ? ” i falter. 

“No* but he soon will be ; he’s in Narragansett. 

\ Lcfd Bar-Sinister came over with me on the Teutonic 
JThSit imp, Mirabelle Armitage came also. I chaperoned 
answers my aunt, her face growing grim with 
^paories of Mine. , 

V^Yes, she’s here,” I say, 

•*, ? ^ But sit down— stop panting and talk business with 
and your dad* Now *I’ve got him for you odder 
; pretty Advantageous conditions; Lord Bar-Sinister Ay ; : 

' eldest apj^ri^tvto .tho' <’ 



’ T0$ tni tADTES’ J jS 6 CfeRN AlJT. " 

of Fitzmimtter, of the English peerage. If yot| want 
to look him up in Burke, there he is, A No. i ; " re- 
' marks Seraphia proudly, tapping a great red volume 
she has taken from her gripsack. 44 There's no doubt 
about him, he’s genuine an8 prime.” * ' 

“ Oh, I “11 take your word for it,” I lisp. 

( 9 ^ jt 

“Aha! Already assuming aristocratic indifference, 
the cute darling,” laughs auntie, chucking me under,, 
the chin. 44 Aren’t you dying to know whether he*s 
handsome ? Guess what your lord’s age is, Evie ?” 

“Papa has told me he is twenty-seven." This is in 
my*most indifferent*tone. 

.“Don’t you want to know whether he’s lovable?” 

“No!” I utter this with a stolidity they -think is 
assumed. t 

“You beat the worh\ for an aytress, Evie,” says 
papa. * 

44 But I will tell you! " cries Seraphia. 44 He’s one of 
the handsomest, nicest young men‘in the world, though 
he hates me because 1 kept him from flirting on the 
voyage. He was ineffably sulky all the way over." 

“What terms did you make?" interjects father, 
nervously. 

44 Well, Abner, you see, his father, the Marquis of 
Fitzminster, arranged the details. * If Bar-Sinister had 
had his way, I think *he would have come over for 
nothing. Bless you, he jumped at my offer, said it 
was the nicest compliment that had even been paid 
him, but his r father, who is a knowing old rogue, in- 
sisted on making the arrangements." 

“ Didn’t Bar-Sinister see my beautifiH photograph!’* 
1 ask indignantly. I am indifferent to the man, but I 
don’t want my charms slighted. 

“Bless you, Evie, there Isn’t a grain of curiosity 
in Bar-Sinister’s composition," returns Seraphia, 
‘All he seemed anxious about was to get the mattet 
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over and come ter America. But the Marquis— Fitz- 
minstfer, you know — said that his son was so heavily 
strapped that he wouldn’t marry any woman who 
couldn’t pay his debts and give him proper settle- 
ments. These, he informed me, amounted to twenty 
thousand pounds. ‘You .see, Bar-Sinister is such a 
spendthrift,’ he remarked to me, ‘ sowing his wild oats 
and all that sort of thing.’ I agreed to pay his debtsJ 
Then Fitz minster gave me a list of Lord Bar-Sinister’s 
liabilities, and I found that twenty thousand pounds 
meant forty thousand pounds. 3 

(l But you only drew on. me for otw^nty thousaniJlibr 
that item,” says papa. /,,,•] ^ 

“Thqre’s where I’m American business, Abner,” an 
swers my aunt, proudly. “I made every tradesman 
and money lentier cut ]iis bill one- half, and they were 
so astonished at* getting anything at all out of Bar- 
Sinister that they cut them like chain lightning. There 
they are now ! ’ fc an4 Seraphia produces from her grip- 
sack a huge bundle of papers very carefully arranged, 
and, tapping them proudly with her index finger, adds: 

*“ Receipted bills of Viscount Bar-Minister in full ! This 
over, I guaranteed the married couple jointly fifty 
thousand dollars a year (ten thousand pounds), and 
made the following contract with him, to which I’ve 
got his signature : That under- these settlements and 
conditions he — Bar-Sinister — is to marry Miss Bulger 
when she appoints; if she so elects within the year. In 
case she doesn’t elect within the year, then the con- 
tract is null and vo*id. For the payment of the fifty 
thousand dollar^ a year I have pledged one-fourth of 
the stock in ‘ The Bulger’s Bile Exterminator Com- 
pany,* which is ample security. Lord Bar-Sinister, 
who is business to the backbone, remarked it was good 
for a hundred thousand annual dividend. Examine 
these contracts, signed, sealed and delivered!” and 
Seraphia would hand them to papa to inspect. 
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aOzged expression, 

C, Papa* whites the” matter ?” I c*y, j[or, he 
fiMije were going to faint. * ** *• '"' 

Good iJeavenrJ . v “ 1 ~ i * •'’* 


1 iTbese tjjlls ! ’* he gasps. 

4#eaks out in an excited and awful tone: 

, , v 

.Soiselle, I)e Lorme’s carriage ^ecoqnt, , Paris, *! 

six thousand francs; flowers for Eloi&e Moft|jfnore, * 
,'^ne hundred and four pounds, six' shillings ^and 4 tfejr^cv 
pence; bracelet sent Miss Seraphfne de la Cotr^ Ofte 
hundred and fov:r guineas. Seraphia ! ” Paj)a r s;.Y&j£e-;\ 
- has grown pathetic. “This man who is marrying; lasjft; *, 
daughter — now ark his morals ? M ' * ’ 1 

But here is my chance for freedom. f “ Bad !’” I ferjV; \ 
"Mad as a British peer'$. Bat? ! Look at those ¥W^1 
l>e Lorme’s carriages ! Who is she? EloJ$e, 
timore, a music hall girl, celebrated forgoing LortdqlL 
gilded youth; Seraphine de la 0otir, notorious also. ‘ 
I’ve seen her name in the papers; don’t attempt ^to 
deny it, Seraphia, don’t attempt to deny it. * Ma$rjf ; 
hint, V' Here I break out; ‘‘Marry him / 
would you give your daughter to a man who has. such 
bills as these ? Look ! ” I hold up another in v ‘ 

for I am carrying my^oint; papa’s fj.ee has * 

though terrified expression on it. “ Rent of OeO>|getti? .\ 
Blackbird’s apartments, London, March 4 |h K * 8 $^ , 
You've heard of her?" * ■ V rVr v 

As I mention this siren whose, ham? hks becitt . 

v . ' m - '1 V * 9 t ' & '*<'• * ' ' 

blazoned in the newspapers of both continents ds a , 
. terror to mankind, father shudders : '* * Good God! ” ; 

V'; “How could you,” 1 sob, V how could .you pot your * 
lamb into this wolf’s claws? Ob, papa! Apif? . 1 - 

, With- this I throw myself, into his arms and he, hbl$* , ' 
i»g mi’ tb-his breast, Cries Out: '“^eraphiia,' 
dmwdarjwLvon?” - v; ' ' * -t’-. 7^'^ 



seil%imseif and title — acts Sngelwtlloti|^^i|gii; 
^ Vfeiprd ttiti'f tn JLhe niarlfeC ^go{ the feest'/^ sq&. 
M^all I promised — the Jfcst in . the tnarkjf.f* I^fc* 
$ipalcd, he isn’t a drunl&rd, , 1 ^’s waf 



the' rest of ’em, he’s a liandsOEme, njce"yauftg£ 
y$U&w * f9 ’ Then 11 site sneers:' “I suppose flow you’d 
me for waiting your *non£y. ,p 


\ ** 1[ do, ** answers ^ther sJVagely; but makes Mer 
%i]>y by saying: “Cheer up, K«ie^you shall 
; Starry of his moral depravity*’ * •■ 

/ To .tfyijv I murmur - : “Thank you, papa; you Ye 
: dearest^ sweetest-, loveliest old papa!” then ejacu- 
%te ,7 4 iB,Ut, oil mercy,! Seraphia, how could you let 
papa waste his njoney by making such a bargain?” 

'^MSaking such a bargain, you ungrateful chit!” 
icria^auntic confronting me. “What do you mean, 

1 anyway? Turning up yotir nose at something yolk' 
\hay$ f ii‘t seen. I’ll show you whether lie’s a good bat- 
$r not! As for you Abnfr, you poor, weak/ 
Icpeed speculator in lords. I’ll relieve you from any 
^financial responsibility in the matter!” 

” asks father anxiously. ‘ , , 

r taking Iiim myself! ” « 

V Gr^at Scott ! ” cries dad. 
mercy f” gasp 1. 

contract reads 4 Miss Bulger,’ ” goes on Sera- 

f b&^^Citedly. “ 4 I am technically the ^liss Buiger. 
*mp6t afraid of his moral character, I’ve been ^ 
the 4 Society for-the-Reformation of Hus^ 
tfeands^ior tea years, and have never had a subject to 
^‘^prjc.'bn; I can reform .any man ! By. Connecticut 
! I’ll *ee whether Bar-SiniMgr bfchayes 
■ tottat&f l marry him! I halt J'aye lyitn a? 

i t fc ' * 1# * V " i , % r ^1, W ^ 1 1 , ’ * -Jf 'iKi ' ' 

\ t*. 1 \ • . ‘ < ' ]\ *V* W ' ' 4 r ''? Jisiis. ‘ 1 , 
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I speak — I’ll adore him in two minutes!” Then the 
dear old eyes suddenly grow big with some grand 
emotion and she cries: “ I love him NOW! I’ll take 
him. I’ll pledge my interest in the Bile Extermi- 
nator for our joint income. I’ll pay the twenty 
thousand pounds to you, Abner, for my darling’s debts! 
This contrary is mine! 1 IIAVK HIM!” And her 
jaws snap as a dog’s close upon a toothsome beef 
bone. # 

“ Done ! ” cries papa. 

“Brava ! ” shout I. c 

Then dad chuckles, *• Kvie, I’ll put the twenty thou* 
salid pounds we pulY out of the lire, into United States 
Government’s for you.*’ 

“Do,” I say, “ dear old papa.” 

That twenty thousand pounds will be so nice to add 
to my fortune for George. MvVacv very radiant 

“But,” says Seraphia, sternly. “1 "insist upon one 
thing.” 

“What is that?” 

“That my future husband — don’t dare to laugh, 
Miss, this is the chajice of my life and I’m not going* 
to lose it! — shall remain in ignorance that this contract 
was not for the young Miss Bulger, but for me!— that Bar- 
Sinister be invited to live at this villa and be treated 
with all respect as my affianced husband, if you don’t 
care to be Lady Bar-Sinister and a Marchioness some 
day, Ido! My George is as dandy fellow as ever 
walked Piccadilly.” With this such a grand light of 
possession and rapture blazes up in her eyes that her 
spectacles become luminous. ^ * 

As she speaks of her George, I think erf my George. 
I seize and kiss and congratulate Seraphia, whispering: 

’ “ you’re the dearest old thing in the world— no, not 
old; ” for auntie is growing younger and more tender 
as she thinks of her approaching marriage, as most 
wfomen do when they are past fifty. 
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To this papa adds, enthusiastically: “We’ll give all 
our entertainments and blow-outs for you, Raphie and 
your lord, just as we would if Evie had taken him* 
We'll raise the roof off, when you become ‘my lady/ 
Haste to the wedding.” % 

Then he, laughing, and I, hysterical, dance a jig of 
joy round dear old auntie, who's going t<* be married. , 
“That’s all right!” answers Seraphia, “I’ll just go 
out and take a dash on my bicycle to freshen me up, and 
be all ready to meet Ipm when he comes. They’re get- 
ting in George's baggage now. ”* For there is a clatter 
of trunks in the hall. ^ 

So she goes away happy and contented, leaving papa 
looking wonderingly at me. Then he whispers know- • 
ingly, but wistfully: “ Evie, there is some one else?” 

And 1 answer* “Yes, there is; and I’m the happiest 
of girls that you dirlrr’i let me nrake a fool of myself and 
marry a man wTio has such bills before marriage. 
What will he have afterwards’ Oh, poor Seraphia! ” 
“Oh, trust your aunt to take care of herself; it's 
George I’m pitying,” chuckles papa, grimly. “Good 
Lord! if he sees her in her bicycle # bloomers Bar-Sinis- 
ter’ll look two ways for Sunday.” 

I can’t answerAhis, for Auntie as a wheel woman, in 
spectacles, knickerbockers and masculine ensemble is 
a picture to make men weep; atjeast they always do — 
with laughter. 

To his merriment 1 add my share and go away happy 
as the slave rescued from the auction-block and think 
for an hour or two of my George. % 

But the agitation of the morning has been too 
much for mc.f I have a nervous attack that prevents 
my playing the hostess in the afternoon. 

I am glad of it, as I hear the voices of the guests as * 
they arrive from the train, and send word I’m not well ' 
enough to go down. Let Seraphi^ t$kc alf the honors , 
to herself with her fiance. 



“He is here? ” I ask, languidly, as father comes in / 
to my room. 

“Yes. Don't put yourself out about him, £vie,* r 
says papa. “The imported animal wouldn't havt 
suited you anyway; you y/ant an aristocrat, and, t>y 
(Tophct! Bar-Sinister is a business man.” 

, “ A business man?’* I laugh. “Let Seraphia be 

happy with him ” 

“She will be,” says father. “You should see her 
costume for dinner. She's got on a low-ncckcd misfit 
of Worth’s that makes lier look more distingvj than her 
bicycle bloomers; and uhc so loving to him — coos over 
him, calls him -1 her boy — Seraphia’s duckey. You 
a should see him dodge her. 'You’ll enjoy the sight— 
to-morrow morning, when you arc straight ag&in/' 

So we’ll laugh together over the imported animal. 
Then papa kisses me and goes clown* 

I have my dinner served in my rooih. 

Suddenly it occurs to me, as I feel better and 
refreshed, that I’ll drive into the? town to the Casino 
and the hotels, where 1 may meet George. 

It is like a Florida night — beautiful and warm and 
moonlit; he will be at the Casino; I will invite him tb 
visit us. , 

A quarter of an hour afterward my pony phaeton is 
at the door. I descend, not venturing near the dining- 
room, from which come the buzz of conversation arid 
the clinking of glasses, Seraphia’s strident iaugh and 
little Mirie’s knowing accents — yes, I hear her voiefe. 

Behind Punch and Judy I fly to, the town, where I 
pass a delightful yet disappointing hour. I wander 
about the Casino; I call atone or two of the hotels 
where I know some of the ladies, in the hope of seeing 
the man whose face has come back to my heart; lint - 
neither George nor Maddox* are visible, 

. To-morrow morning, though — to-morrow morning 
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he will surely be at the bathing place, and the surf will 
dash about so happily for us. To-morrow morning I 
will renew the dream of Florida. 

I drive back to the hous^ and am passing through 
the hall to the staircase to go to my own apartments. 
From the brilliantly l'ghted dining-room Mirie’s voice 
comes to me. Tt says: “Why isn’t Evie down? She*d 
enjoy this . She hasn’t seen the corning bridegroom 
yet!” 

Curiosity is upon* me; 1 will see the coming bride- 
groom, Seraphia’s future lord and master. On tip-toe 
I go to the folding-doors. They a ft: open perhaps half 
an inch. To me comes in tones that smite me: “By*. 
Jove, Btriger! had I known I should have been inter- 
ested in your Exterminator I should have given you a 
lower price on qinnyie, 'don’t %cr know?” 

I look in, the Wazing illumination dazzles me. Then 
something swims before my eyes; for there, standing 
in the light by tte table decorated for fete, with 
Seraphia gazing on him as if he were her own, and 
Responding to the congratulations offered by the guests, 



Oil, God of ^inercy! The imported animal has 
bitten me! Am I growing crazy — my George! 

How I get to my room I don’t know, but no one 
secs me — thank heaven for that 

Then something comes in and licks my face as I lie 
despairing on the bed. 

Oh/ my heavens, it is Mirie’s uncanny poodle! 

The poor little beast pities me ! 

Abelard pities hie ! 
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The Bargain in London. 


( Being Scraps from the Memoirs of Jelly bird Maddox .) 


CHAPTER IX. * 

4 ! 

I-1TTLK MIRIF. A NR I UV MARQUIS. 

K. 

Jiutgcr's l T i//a, August 2d, 1894. 

I don’t know as f ought to give my hopinion in writ- 
ing of the adventures of my unfortunate master, it’s 
too ludickerous. But the astonishing hye-opener the 
Right Honorable George has received this arternoon 
makes me sometimes 'think that my evidence will be 
valuable in a court of justice, and I puts it down for 
future referring on the witness stand. 

I’ll agree to eat arsenic if h*e isn’t a co-respondent in 
a breach of promise suit by one or t’other of those 
Bulger gals. 

Since she is betrothed to ’im I gives Miss Seraphy 
the title of gal along with Miss Hevelyn, ’cause I knows 
she’d like it, it these papers is used as jurisprudence. 

So without perambulation I pefteed in my record of 
the affairs of the Honorable George Ramilles Malplaquet, 
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etc., Cranmere, once in Her Majesty’s ’Orse Guards, 
next travelling agent for Pink, White & Co., drugs ajjd 
chemicals, and since then, by the death of his gdKl'' 
govern’r, as he calls him* promoted to the title that 
his father held before him (as eldest son of the Markis 
of Fitzminster), Viscount Bar-Sinister bj courtesy; in- 
vestigate Debrctt , Burke , and bother hauthorities^yi the 
Haristocracy of England. 

When J first had the ’onor of entering the service of 
the Honorable George, he was as high-tooting a cornet 
(I don’t mean the hinstrument) as ever pranced 
from the ’Orst Guards up to St. Jame^s, or did duty at 
Windsor Castle. He had blood and breeding ta spare,* 
but no money to distribute, for his father, Hugo Cressy 
Agincourt Cranmere, at that time Viscount Bar-Sinister, 
was as orsey a tbff.anfl as hard-up an old reprobate as 
ever looked oullhe windows of White’s in search of a 
pretty ankle or a pleasing face. 

Old Bar-Sinisto* who is as downy as arrow-root, 
Was only about forty-live at the time J first laid 
eyes on him, as he used to come lyunging into George’s 
quarters, and give his son what he called good advice. 

He was a rar^ ’un at that; that’s about ail he did 
give his son. He had run through the money coming 
to him as the heir apparent to the Markis of Fitz- 
minster, and his father, the old Markis, who was one of 
the same kidney, and at that time sixty-five or seventy, 
had given up signing checks for his eldest son before I 
ever knew ’iin — perhaps because his 'ajid was para- 
lyzed, but most probably because he was tired of it. 
Bless you, the* old Markis hisself was head over 
whiskers in debt; had spent everything in sight, and 
if it hadn’t been for the entails, there wouldn’t have 
been anything for any of those that came after ’im. 

Many a tim<£ have 1 ’card Bar-Sinister, George’s 
father, curse the Markis up and down and swear he 
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was robbing ’im ; but that didn't stop the MarkisV 
expenses; neither did it Bar-Sinister's the son's; neither 
did it the Honorable George’s, the grandson's. 

When I first went into sey*vice with the Honorable 
Mr. Cranmere the whole lot of ’em was about as badly 
strapped as any noble family in England, which is say- 
ing hall you can for hanybody, and every day they 
was getting deeper hin. 

'“Ah, Georgie, my boy,” 1 have often ’ear$ his 
father say when visiting the young man’s apart- 
mongs just off Sloane Street, “why do you smoke 
such expensive ^Havana’s ? ” as he filled ’is pockets 
e from his son’s cigar box. 

“Because you do, guv’ncr,” George would laugh. 

“ I only follow your example." g , : 

“Why don't you marry that • dejnmed cotton spin- 
ner’s daughter, Miss Wolverton, you hidiot? " Bar- 
Sinister would growl sometimes. 

“Because, by Heaven, I can’t do it! She’s cross- 
heyed!" George would say; for the boy had a wonderful 
hey for beauty; sometimes I think he should ’ave been c 
a painter, he liked female loveliness so much. I've 
know him to go to the same music 'all night after; 
night just because some gal in the ballet had a leg and 
face to suit. “Besides, guv’ner, • that wouldn’t be, 
following your example,” his son would laugh. 

Which was true, for old Bar-Sinister hisself had nuuv 
ried Lady Claudia Lackland, fourth daughter of Lord 
Acreless, a gal of great beauty but little tin, who 
had died years before broken-hearted at Bar-Sinister'a 
neglect; for, Lord love me! no exotic poet could give 
points to old Bar-Sinister in wickedness. 

' Well, one day the crash came of course! The wrong 
'orse won the St. Ledger ; Ladybird came, in secgndL ' 
“ There’s nothen for me but to sell hout the securities * 
my mother left me/' sighed the Honorable George ,^ 



* f :W^hS\ " '?• —iW^ 

we go me ’ome from Doncaster. But ble^ y^. his 
gunner as trustee had been ahead of *irh\ anil there 
worrit no securities to sell hout 

Then George, pursued b^ duns and Shylocks, throws 
up his commission and, to the ’orror of his family, 
goes into business. I remember the hawful interview 
he and 'is father had over this point. 

“I'll cut you off with a shilling, Georgie, m/boy," 
snarls Bar-Sinister, 

“You've already* cut me off without a farthing” 
says George, knocking the ashes off a ’alf a crown 
Havana, for the boy couldn’t give fip winking regalias 
even if he gave up his commission. • * 

“You’fe no longer my son," growls Bar-Sinister* 
savage as nitric # acid. 

“That's demmetj imfortuiyite for you |&* mutters 
George, cool as a freezing mixture. “For if I'm not 
your son I shall put you into the dock to answer for 
robbing me of my mother's jointure.” 

“My God! how can the bone of my bone and the 
flesh of my carcass talk to me in that way and break his 
old father’s heart?" cries Bar-Sinister, and 'e gets tears 
to 'is eyes, for h^ was mighty afraid George would per- 
secute 'im before the Queen’s Bench for taking his 
mother’s legacy. 

But George is a tender ’earted young chap; that’s 
the reason I took to him. And the result of it was 
that young Cranmere got out of England on a com- 
mission for Pink, White & Co., to make drug contracts 
for them* 

Then knock mk silly! how that feller did cram over 
chemicals!,- What he doesn't know about drugs would 
puzzle an Antiseptic. I’ve got a wrinkle or two in that 
bnsiQgSS myself as far as the halkalis — trapes of which 
you'll note from rny metaphor in my memories. , 

/knocked all over tb< uninhabitable 
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.world, making contracts for gums, juices, etc., and he 
becoming a business man. 

Well, one day six months ago, after enjoying the 
Hamazon and the Gold Coaflt of Hafrica together, where 
George had picked dp the fever and the quinine habit, 
he came up e to the U. S. to hinvestigate some medi- 
cine in Southern Florida ; and ere his misfortunes 
culminated. '1 he blooming toff fell in loye ! 

1 knew it by 'is hye when he stopped in the sleep- 
ing car and said he’ wait there until I brought ’im his 
cigars. 

*And he had reason to. Miss Hevelyn Bulger (don’t 
fail to pronounce it Bulger or you won’t get no tips 
from her) was the dossiest kind of gal; skin* as white 
as vegitable ivory, cheeks that glowed with cochineal 
blushes, and posing fordiim as "beautiful as any Pear’s 
soap advertisement in the London Nttos. 

I knew he was knocked silly when he missed the 
train at Savannah, U. S., for he'fc a deep one, he is — 
when he’s quininized. The minute he called for a 
twenty-one and a quarter grain powder I knew he war 
desperate, and when he saw the gal was going to miss 
the train he made up his mind to miss it halso. 

Miss Hevelyn Bulger doesn’t guess it, but George 
had made a quinine vow that he’d ‘know her afore the 
day was out — and he did ! 

He knew a good deal about her; more than she sus- 
picioned, for I ’eard him charting the porter and 
looking up her name in the sleeping-car plot afore she 
sent the note to him that brought *im to her side. 

Not that he meant any sneaky business — only love; 
for he's one of the lovingest dispositions I ever saw. 
He gets that, along with hall his other good qualities*, 
from his mother — for his father hasn’t any to waste on 
nobody. 

But I haven’t time to hexpatiate over that Florida 
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smash hup. George took quinine like mad and played 
his cards for all they was worth, for he’s wonder- 
fully bright and smart, and quicker to act than prussic 
acid when lie’s under the ^influence of quinine. At 
other times lie’s slow and easy going. 

If I may epitomize I would say that hordinarily the 
Honorable George Ramilles Malplaquet, etc., Cran- 
mere is a fairly bright, every-day young maii^i the 
hupper classes. But as he says hisself, “ Put a dose 
of quinine into me, "Madcfpx, and it’s the same as put- 
ting a mixture of Mach’avelie or Romeo into me veins, 
haccording to the strength of the dfos^” • 

He took the Romeo dose when he was in Florida,*, 
and woifld 'ave succeeded very well but some hinfernal 
influence knocked his love-making into a cocked hat. 

He swore it was bccuuse I # hinterrupted him at the 
wrong times, but I believe it was a little female up 
to date kind of a gal named Mirie Armitage; though 
neither George ntft* 1 were able to discover *ow she 
did it. 

# He was happy and cock-sure of his sweetheart the 
morning we left for Southern Florida ; but though the 
rest of her party came on the train Miss Hevie Bulger, 
the Juliet, didn’t happear, and, and though he rote 
to her, never a blessed line did he get hin*retort. 

He got so down ’earted he wouldn’t take quinine, 
and the consequence was fell off in Romeo fire to 
such an hextent that he didn’t ’ave the spirit to go 
after her and demand personal hexplanations. 

Then, blow me hup! how that daisy Mirie Armitage 
tried to mash poor broken-’earted George in Tampa- 
tried to console him! 

She made tropical picturs for ’im in the palm trees, 

. holding the graceous branches about her *ead, and 
giving pathetic effects with that infernal canine of hers 
■as she calls Habelard, and making ’erself look like a 
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fairy gal in white Swiss muslin and big broad sashes 
and open-work stockings and het ceteras till she nearly 
set me crazy! But she didn’t knock 'im out a little bit 
In the hevening she’d pl«*y her great baby act with ! 
her mother, who wasn’t haverse to it— being a Widder — 
for you see the little Armitage gal was just on the 
line, between* a kid and a bud, as they call ’em in 
Hamefiea, and she played both parts as the hoccasion 
demanded. But George didn’t care nothcn for the 
himp, and one night on the veranda, when she tossed 
’erself with childish kick-about into her mother’s lap, 
a mass of tumbled *dir and laughing blue hyes, and a 
v pair of feet and hankies as looked like a skirt damcer’s, 
he growled hout: “ If the brat’s sleepy why don’t you 
send her to bed? " • # 

Artcr that J think the little himp fqiiiy ated him! 
Howsomcver, about that time cam£ along the news 
of the old Markis’s kicking the bucket, and George*ad 
to go back to England. • 

T * By the death of his father old Bar-Sinister became 
the Markis of Fitzminster, and the Honorable George . 
^as promoted to the Right Honorable George and 
succeeded in the courtesy title of Viscount Bar-Sinister; 
please look in Burke for details. 

As soon as he was in the^iold country the duns and 
Shylocks got to worrying George again, and giving *im 
a pretty hard time of it; besides, Pink,. White Co. 
offered, if he would get released from his I. O. U.’s, to 
take him into the firm ; they thought a title would 
’em in the drug business; so the Right Honbrabfe 
George Viscount Bar-Sinister was deuced hanxious %b 
get his debts paid in a hurry. i ‘ 4 

Just about this time, chappered by her mother; lit- 
tle Mine Armitage came hiitio London court; cyclei 
.How she got in Lord knows ; rich American gals had ways 
I suppose she "ad letters 
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, J&ufc iio sooner ad the. Markis, George's father, 
put peepers on her, than he became hattentive; and no 
sooner did the little Armitage gal — who between us is 
as pretty a little figger apd as insinuating a little 
beauty as ever made an old sinner yripe ’is hye-glass — 
know George's father was Markis of Fitzminster, Vis- 
count Bar-Sinister # of the Peerage of Htmgland and 
Baron Donnybrook of the Peerage of Hireland, than 
she put her whole little soul hinto catching ’im, and 
was in a fair way to do it; when, as bad luck would 
*ave it for her, she hintroduces the Markis to an 
Hamerican lady, the aunt of the Miss Hevelyp 
Bulger who ’ad played the Juliet to George’s Romeo ^ 
in Floridan 

This lady was nosing round to buy an English title, 
and she, being a business woman, came right hout with 
such a statement of settlement that the Markis 
of Fitzminster dropped little Mirie Armitage, whose 
mother wasn’t so prompt, and turned his hattention 
to Miss Seraphia Bulger; and by pizen! would have ^ 
signed contracts to bind hisself to the Bulger family as 
husband m the future , when all this comes to George’s 
ears. 

Then he, poorliidiot, to ’is own hundoing, thinks it 
was for the niece, the gal who had played the Juliet to 
his Romeo, fltat the aunt was making the negotiations. 

Hall this came about through little Miss Armitage. 

lean see George now as he received her billey dux 
and threw over an happointment he had made at Pink, 
White & Co.’s about a cochineal contract, and went to 
X$dy SouthwoodVgarden party, for is own hundoing, 
poor wretch! - 

I read the note as it lay on his dressing table and 
made a copy of it — arter he was gone. It was in the 
nicp£t fashionable feminine ’and, each letter was a , 
i.feipcfr 'teng, a,nd the capitals went two hinches ,hup anc^ 

It, read 09 fillers:.,, . .. , 
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“You dear, naughty Bar-Sinister:’' Little Mirie 
knows the Henglish haristocracy and treats ’em as if 
she was a peeress in ’er own right. Bless you, they 
likes it! Just put yourself on a level with 'em, and 
they’ll chum with you. Bow and cringe to ’em, and 
my lord ’em, they turns hup their noses at you and 
thinks you aVe a nobody. But to return to the letter, 
which read : * 

“ You hear, naughty Bar-Sinister: 

Why have you not been to sec me? since 1 arrived in Lon- 
don? I have a little message for you from a young lady you 
met in Florida, anc\ will give it to you at Lady South- 
wood’s garden 0'rty to-day. You know you can come, and I 
know you have an invitation, though you affect not to like 
society. Yours sincerely, 

Mvkahei.lk Aurelia Armitaue.” 

That hinsinuation about a message from his Florida 
sweetheart sent George off to Lady South wood’s 
garden party as quick as if he had taken a dose of 
Glauber’s salts. w 

I can see him when he came back frothing over like 
a seidlitz powder, joy and rage beaming in his hye. 
From his hextatic ^ejaculations I got a pretty good 
hidea of what the little Arnutage gal had told him. 

•■s 

For he went raving round . My darling — jealous on 
account of* that Miss Webster! ha l ha! ha! — Sent her 
aunt over to arrange for marrying me — as proof of her 
love! — and the idiot aunt makes a hideous mistake and 
negotiates with my father! Cuss 'im ! — He would marry 
her, my Hevelyn, would he? — I’ll stop him, by ’eaven! 
I’ll stop Filzminster if they settle a million on 'im— 
he sha’n’t do it! ” 

With this George calls for one of his Machavellie 
doses of quinine, twenty-two and a quarter grains. 
That hextra grain puts the very devil hinto him. 

As soon as the powder got working I knowed by his 
face he’d hit the plan to nail his guv’ner. 
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Then hoff he bolts to his father and they had a hawful 
hintervicw. George, braced hup by quinine, laid into his 
guv’ner ’orrible; told him if he married Miss Bulger he 
would pursecute him befonj the ’Ouse of Lords (that’s 
the only way you can nail a Peer # of the Realm) for 
robbing him of his mother’s jinture, and bullied the 
old Markis into signing a contract not t<f marry Miss 
Bulger. Furthermore George made Fitzg^iister * 
agree to get the Bulger gal for hisself. 

So the result was* that old Fitzminstcr arranged a 
contract for George, Viscount Bar-Sinister, to marry 
the Bulger gal. • % 

George signed it in a jiffy; Lord love ye, he was^ 
so ’appy be didn't want no settlements, but the Mar- 
quis hmsisted upon two things; the first was that they 
should pay George'^ debts hintire , which Miss Seraphy 
did like a streak* of lightning* second was that they 
should settle on Bar-Sinister and his bride arter 
marriage ten t housed pounds a year, made tight by an 
interest in the Bulger’s Bile Ilcxtcrminator. 

“Do you see how 1 am looking hout for your 
^interests, you ungrateful boy?” *f heard FiUminster * 
say to his son. 

So the contract was made for the Right Honorable 
George Ramillics Malplaquct Busaco, etc. ,• Cranmere, 
Viscount Bar-Sinister, to marry Miss Bulger. 

Bless you, George was the ’appiest man in the world 
coming over on the steamer. The only thing that 
knocked his extasy was that Miss Seraphia Bulger, 
who hung on to 'im like#o, hoyster does to its shell, 
wouldn’t permit his galivanting with any of the pretty 
gals on the boat ; for George has a great hye for beauty, 
as I have before remarked. She would ’ardly let 
George chat with the litlje Armitage gal who came 
over with us, as I now suspects, to see the affair hout ; 
for now J knows what the fairy demon w** hafter ! 



“ I suppose aunt Seraphia means it for the beSt/* (l , 
Bar-Sinister would sigh sometimes to little sly-ptrsl 
Mirie, as they walked the deck on moonlight nights, for 
bless you, when a man’s in, the state of Romeo fever 
that my poor master was, he’s got to talk about the “ 
gal he’s sweet on to somebody. “I suppose she thinks 
sjie’s doing the proper thing, keeping my byes off other 
yotmgdadies, as if any woman could make me untrue 
to my Florida darling.” Then he laughs ’appily and 
mutters: ‘‘As if I could think of' loving any one but 
myHevie!” 

, For the poor young chap thought he was coming 
,over to marry Hevelyn, the beauty, when he wats 
coming to marry Seraphy, the aunt, who was fifty odd 
and hof a masculine beauty that, ad it not been soft- 
ened by time, would have been ferocious — Gad, hoW 
she would look at ’im through her sp&csl 

When little Miss Armitage’s blue hyes caught Sera- 
phy a-foilowing after and gazing after Lord Bar- 
Sinister, how that artful dodger would laugh to herselt . 
Sometimes she would come tripping hup to me and tip 
me a sov and say: “You faithful old sheep-dog, 
Maddox, how appy it must make you to see yotir mas- 
ter cn route to marry his Florida true-love! ” > 

“God bless you, Miss,” I would answer, “Bar-Sinister , 
has been so crazy with joy that he’s not^ been sea-sick 
this trip and never lost a meal. ” Then she’d snicker as 
pretty a little puss-in-boots laugh as ever helfin fay put 
on for man’s knock out; for now I am certain she knew 
the hawful fate that was ahead of poor B^rSinister. v 
But God r elp poor George, he didn't mtg what was 
ahead of him, and jollied over the Atlantic as di£zy as 
the mouse that scents the toasted cheese in the trap. 

There .was honly one narsty coincidence on this " 
voyage. We was ’aunted by a little Jeweyplpoking^ y : 
feller, whose name I foumj bout was Levison. :*;• '• , ; 



*' : %i first I twigged he was a reporter come on 
Specially to write us hup for the* Hamejfican papers, for 
the Yankee journals gives columns and columns of 
sickening stuff to any gal \sjho \veds%a lordling. 

In fact, between us, 1 thinks that^s one of the reasons 
that Yankee heiresses likes to marry Henglish lords. 
Before they does, the papers is hall pitching into 'em 
and their fathers, and saying their daddies is J^ieves 
and nabodiesend ought to be in jail; but bless you, the 
minute the gal’s posted hup for the next Hinter- 
national Sweepstakes with a lord for the bridegroom- 
cup, these ere gents of the press forgets they've 
been blackguarding their fathers as m nobodies and 
descendants from butchers, and suddintly discover the 
family is of very hancient horigin and had settled on 
Plymouth Rock^bput the time of Columbia. 

But this Levistjn didn’t turif out to be a reporter 
art er all. God knows what he was, but he 'aunted 
us., I don’t mean this for a joke, but Aunt Seraphy 
’ aunted us halso. Well, this Levison 'aunted George 
until George detested him worse than he ’ated Seraphy. 

* And when we tide up at the do<?k in New York, if 
there was two things George ’ated on earth, it was 
little Levison, whb kept trotting around after 'im day 
and night, and Miss^Seraphy, who stood by him warning 
lha hoff, as it were, from any beauteous gal who looked 
tus way.and there was a good many who threw hyes at 
Viscount Bar-Sitiister on that trip ; all American gals 
paving a Sort of prejudice in favor of lords. I don’t . 
know why they has it, it ain’t shared by their ludship's 
j yalets, as a gfneral thing. 

4* , : . CHAPTER X. * 

~ \ AN EYE-OPENER fcoR HIS LUDSHIP. 

. Si> Geijrge and me came to Narragansettand tfaetje 
bQA toptii ub hinside ’elf an hour. & ■ 
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knows the number for I got tips from hall of ’em — 
from a quarter to a dollar per head. They ’adn’t taken 
much notice on us in Florida when we was plain Mr. 
Cranmerc, but Vijcount Bar-Sinister brought special 
co-respondents from everywhere. 

Two knites of the quill came over from Newport 
to hask him ^vhy he didn’t come to that social elysium 
dff^ct A hinsinuating that Narragansett was a low place. 

Newport despises Narragansett. Narragansett ’ates 
Newport just as much as the Dutch chemist that dis- 
covered antipyrine ’ates the Dutch chemist as dropped 
on sulfonal. Bless you, they’d pizen each other 
with their own* drugs! 

But George grinned at the agents of the press and 
said two or three “ Don’t yer knows,” and “Fine 
country, this’s,” and the other remarks usual to travel- 
ling Englishmen, whemthey wants to make theirselves 
agreeable, and sucked his cane and sat on the Casino 
lawn, drinking Brandy ponies out of a tea-cup; as is 
the fashion at Narragansett, it being a Prohibitory 
place as regards liquor — and consequently very thirsty. 

All the time he was gazing at the passing crowd, his 
heart in his hyes. ‘oping to catch sight of his sweet- 
heart, Miss Hevelyn. 

But the Uttle Armitage gal sat at the same table at the 
Casino and took all the trouble off ‘George’s ’andsas to 
the knites of thequill, working hup her own social glory 
in as cute and catchy a manner as ever 1 seed an aspirant 
for social grandeur hexhibit; for, bless you, she jollied 
with every reporter till she made him think she was ’alf 
in love with him, and laughed and told them she hex- 
pected to marry a lord some day and would send ’em 
notices of her future hengagement, and chirruped; 
“Bar-Sinister knows what lie’s in Narragansett for! ” 
Then she tickeled George v s nose with a* straw she’d 

been sucking sherry cobbler through, to show ’ow 

‘ * ' ' 
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intimate she was with the British nobility, as she 
giggled, “ Everybody knows the beautiful Miss Bulger 
has a villa here.” . » 

At which George haw- ha^d fromjrery ’appinessand 
looked sheepish. I 

But the knites of the quill did know Miss Bulger had 
a vUla in Narragansett and kept their hyes*out for her^ 
and one of ’em suddintly says: “Jingo, hejf sfte 
comes!” • 

Then I, who had b»en standing near the railing, over* 
hearing their remarks, glanced hup, and by Jove! there 
she did come, the beauteous Miss Hwrelyn, in as know- 
ing a hequipage as ever lady drove, two plump cobs 
flying afote her, and as cute a little tiger as ever was 
’orsewhipped sitting behind her. 

She was arrayed in q cold, pure, snowy, bismuth 
white; she had little* flecks of* blue like cobalt salts 
a-dancing from her dress, and a contorted expression 
on her face. ^ 

Suddintly she sees me and gives a start and ’alf pulls 
hup her team and gazes round kind of frightened 
like; when getting squint at Bar-Sinfster her hyes light 
hup, cxtatic like. His peepers catch hers and a dazed 
and joyous expression seems to come into them. 

Then suddintly like a flash something sccme*l to strike 
her, and I could see her face grow pale as if she'd ’ad 
a dose of aconite hinside her, and a kind of twitching 
hagony comes over her lips as if strychnine was at work 
on her witals. 

Quick as a tetanic spasm she Slashes her whip 
over her cobs’ backs and flies like wild hup the 
road, nearly knocking me down as 1 gazed hastonished 
at her, and most runSing over a grass-widder who was 
standing in happropriate ha,ttitude letting a young toff 
in yachting costume tie a shoelace as had come 
unloosened. withers is great at that at Narra- 

: '>|jan$ett. 



By ginger! jvhat an heffect it had on George V \0e 
didn't pay no more attention to the reporters arter jfcSat 
than he would to so. many misquiters on a South AmWi- 
can river, he'd grofvn so hedger to see her. Alf an hour 
arter when the hii\vitation came to take us hup to the 
Bulger's villa he gave the 'ackman double fare to get us 
Jhere quick.* " > 'i / ■ 

Arriving at a beauteous place with lawns that run 
down to the sea we were hushered inlet the library to 
meet the gal’s father, as he supposed. 

I wasn’t hushered in but stood — I couldn’t *elp it-*-* 
in a little hantercom taking squint of their interview; 
for they was both so much in a hurry, old Bulger and 
George, that they didn’t notice whether the door Was 
closed or not. , 

Their meeting was hexquisite and cordial. The old 
gentleman hembraced George and welcomed him, and 
said: “My Lord Bar- Sinister, the lady will be in sOjOn* 
she is himpatiently awaiting you.,,. Then we can make 
harrangements for the 'appy ceremony." , : , 

“The sooner the better,” cries George, heagerly, 
and casts his hyes about for his darling, while the 
geezer tells him as how the contract is all dghjt, 
everything is signed, sealed and delivered, and *a»ds 
over to hftn the bunch of respited bills that Miss 
phy had paid for Bar-Sinister in Europe. Xhis.waa*qf 
such dimensions as made George hopen his h^tte tiii 
hastonishment. “ I didn’t know there was so 
( ’em," he stammers. 1 W - 

“Oh, don’t mention it, my dear Lu<J 
says Old Bulger, who is a pretty nice old ehajH^jjr: 
the way, he gave me a ten dollar bill this 
/U You know haristocratic young gents ’ VI 
Honorable George quiver as he said * \ gluts' ' ’ V 
keep kueh account of ’ow you throw Wfifc 

?md the bills pile jup on fey: 



'ylBy Goliah! she has noMjidfealiow she falls on 
V checkbook, God bless her,*" and $he tears comesf 
- hinto the old geezer’s peepers as hk tafks hof his daugh- 
' ter, and tears comes hinfte Georg’s hyes alfco as he 
* hears her father speak of the &al hi loves. 

* “God bless her,” mutters George, “ where is she? M 
Then 'earing a noise houtside he suddirftly jumps 
' and looks out of the window ’oping to get a gkmce of 
his Mevelyn. * 

But as he looks, h*e starts and glares and rubs his hye- 
glassand chuckles: “What is it?" 

| “What is it?” says Bulger, comifig l^up to his side 
and tapping George on the shoulder, playfully. “What®* 
, wit? My dear Bar-Sinister, that is your future wife, 
my sister, Miss^eraphy Bulger! " * m 

' ■ At this Gebrge gi\es«a ’orri^gasp, like as if he *ad 
the death rattle ‘tn the throat, and drops comertoes 
into a near-by chair. With this, I squints out to see 
what had hit him ’ard, and when I looked hout I 
pitied him ! 

Y Tfc^re was Miss Seraphy, spectacled and in bloomers, 

. i&diitga bisycul, smiling at George and kissing her ’and 


• And what a sight she was ! Pen cannot describe it! 
•';>.'Stie didn’t look like a man, she (fidn’t look 
'like a woman; she looked more like a wax figger 
TOf hold age on a spree; and every time she’d kiss her 
-Ito George, he'd reel and gasp, “Ah-h! — By Jove! 

. —Awfully kind — don’t yer know — Oh-h ! Quite a little 
' '-rdmartlk; surprise — fey Jingo ! ” Haw-hawing, ho-hoing 
and he-heing and chuckling to hisself like maniacs does 
Oil she stage, _ ’• 

> f ' ‘{Then he suddinfcly gives a kind of fainting gasp aftd 
{**#»&*; - ( OMd you givemie a B. 1 -quick?!?'- - y. 

. ^Gertaklty/’ says the did! gentleman, -and tings =tl^e 
w9#te ‘ this ie hieing . brought . .him.,! Idpk in; gnd:- 
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^ee 4 George trying tc^/sneak his hand into his pocket 
, and get a quinine powder to put it into the brandy. 

So I runs in and ^ays: “You are faint, my lord; I 
*eard the bell,’* a/d when *the B. and S. came I fixed 
a Machaveli’s quimfae dose. * 

A minute after he had strength enough in a kind of 
s ,r\zy way affer he had got the medicine, to laugh sort 
)f ’isttrical when Seraphy came into the room and 
looked at ’im through her spectacles so as it frightened 
George — she loved him so! 

M As you remarked, my lord,’* says old Bulger, “it 
is e quite a roiq^ntic surprise. What a flirtation you 
'..must ’ave had on the steamer. ” 

“Then everything is — is settled?” mutters* George, 
t a feller do see look in his hye. c 

“Of course; 'ere a, ye your t>iiis, I O U’s, etc., 
all respited," says Bulger. “ He ref is the contract 
giving the ’appy pair an income of ten thousand punds 
a year, secured by a fourth interest tin the Bulger’s Bile 
Exterminator, and there is your future bride, my dear 
Bar-Sinister. I wish you 'appiness,” and he shakes* 
George’s hand, smiling and ’appy, and didn’t know he 
was dooming the poor chap to despair unutterable. 
Then he laughs: “Kis£ her, me boy, kiss her! H and 
rubs his ’ands; sometimes I think like a fiend, for he 
seems to rather henjoy the hinterview. 

But Bar-Sinister when he’s got a Machavelish dose of 
quinine hinto him is the deepest ihan in the world. 
He pulls hisself together, laughing: “That’s right, 
that’s the way 1 like to ave you talk — business, money, 
cash! I’m a business man first and a lud afterwards. 
When I come to America I drop the lud and am only 
business. This is a business kiss, Seraphia,” and he 
goes up to her and I see him shudder, *but he kisses 
her— not perhaps where she would have liked, but right 
^ on the forehead. Then he looks jthe bills in a 
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knocked out kind of way and^J *eaf him mutter 
hisself: “ Noblesse oblige!" ^ 

That’s what they almost all o\ 'efn mutters wheft 
they’re being condemned to des^h in history, “Nd* 
blesse oblige.” That's what they says to theirselves 
when they lose a ’undred thousand on the Derby and 
pays their gambling debts but forgets th^ir tailors fcpd 
washerwomen — i 1 N oblesse oblige ! ” That's wjaat they 
says when tRey runs away with another feller’s wife, 
and swears in a couft of justice they never set hyes on the 
woman — “Noblesse oblige! ” That's what they ejacu- 
lates when they wants to do anything particular 'oErid 
and hidiotical — “ Noblesse oblige ! ” 

I’ve been hinvestigating the affair, but I can't tell 
what it means; sometimes I thinks it's a hoath 
their own foolishness; sometimes I thinks it's a 
prayer to ’Eaven; sometimes I thinks it’s a sort 
of fetich like they has in Hafrica for the particular 
use of the harisfoacracy and the nobility. I hit a 
hackman one day who was particular cheeky, and re- 
marked “ Noblesse oblige ! ” But it didn’t work jn my 
case. “ I'll hoblige ye! ” cabby said, and up and at 
me, and in two "rounds I was out of it. “Noblesse 
oblige " honly works with Lhe haristocracy. 

This time it didn’t work with George, # for Seraphy 
gave him a kiss that made him quiver from head to 
'eels and whispered, “ You darling duck! ” 

After that wheft Bar-Sinister looked at her he trem- 
bled, hespecially when he gazed at her boots; they was 
so determined that he knew she would fight for what 
she’d got 

But finally the hinterview came to an end, and I got 
him to his rooms— magnificent apartmons ; but every 
time he’d gaze at them receipted bills — and what a pile 
of them there was! — he’d mutter to hisself “"Noblesse 
oblige,” andjtjok a pictur of despairing hagony, But 

✓ ' ♦ _ t 




lawks bless you^ie the took of ’em. By eutWeflr 
we ’adn't been in the^room a animate before ht'tMMMtfi ' * 
’em, and tossed temfinto a drawer as if he wished they 
was hoff his mind. ^Then I £gave him another Machi* , , 
volly (I don't know \hexactly how to spell this native), 
(lose of quinine in his room, and as I dressed him. 1 
for dinner, every now and then he'd throw up his^ands v 
and groan, and mutter “Noblesse oblige!" ' / 

Well, hinspirated by “Noblesse oblige, '* and quinine 
he pulled hisself together. ‘ ( 

1 rigged him out, and he went down to a swell din- 
ner party given in honor of his betrothal to the future., 
Lady Bar-Sinister. Whenever I mentioned the future 
Lady Bar-Sinister, when I was a-dressing of 'km, mas* 

, ter would nearly go under. 

But lawks ! George goes down ’igl? and savage, and 
I follows arter him, standing round the, corridors, ready 
to give him a dose of quinine if he is taken sudden, for v 
without it I fear he might burst hout and throw the whole 
thing hover, hespecialiy when Miss Seraphy takes his 
harm so cheerful and beams on him through her specs 
— how he *ates her s*legs — and hintroduces him to the 
young ladies of the 'ouse party; Miss Ruth 
back, of Boston, and Miss Arorer Tolliver Johns^p 
of Virginie, two deuced fine girls. ..*/ !■ 

During this, little Mirie goes hinto hex plosions of Kin*, < 
nocent laughter in a corner, where she has got tWo br ? 

. three toffs round her and is making -herself particular;^ 
agreeable to the swellest of the lot, Childers Winthrop, 
who has the reputation of being the most Puritan 
blooded, sport in the country, and little Arvid de Pohu^-^4 
who is doing the heavy from Paris j but btess yoU, 

" butler tells me he is an hagent for French 
he„ hasn’t got found out yet. Though I twigged ■! 

the dinner party that he suggested to 







;i#^.t,WcsS'you^ young Arvid 3^Pol|c never taik^s 
^jrdets hisself. ; \ 1 \ 

^Tfcey has halso in the mouse Bacon* Munkaczy, the 
’Ukgariao from Newport, * | 

. f To-morrow when the news gets Javer there that the 
Bulgers has got a right down Henglish lord at the 
villa, Mr. Jonathan, the butler informs me, we f ll 'avf 
any quantity of the Newport swells hover her£, their 
specialty beiifg foreign nobility; Narragansett’s being 
gals in French bathtog undresses. 

In my usual insinuating way, I made myself tn famite 
with the butler and the other hupper servants; the 
butter has showed me where the private liquers is on* 
store for *he privileged. 

About this time dinner, was announced, and they all^ 
gOes in to as dossy#a feed as I ever hadmired, not baring 
Belgravia or Kensington, and I keep wandering round 
the big ’all and keeping an ear hopen for Bar-Sinister, 
thinking he may w^nt another quinine powder. 

Well, the banquet was about half hover, when some- 
thing hawful 'appened!! 

I was a-wandering round, the lights was turned down 
in most of the rooms, for the night was hottish, when 
hup flies a pony pheaton to the door and hout steps the ’ 
beauteous Miss Hevelyn. * 

, She ’adn’t been down to the dinner party; her maid 
Elise had told, me her young missus was under the 
wefather. • 

^jsees Mtss Hevelyn come in, and hinstead of going 
to her tipartmtoy she walks hin to one of the 
■'fetors and looks’ through a pair of folding doors hinto 
•‘th^ fining Perhaps George’s voice had caught 
'jtiffyfmr he had/been ’i£h and mighty this evening, try- 
drink despair bout of r m with winte as 
’ '' ■ v* : ‘ * 
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I don’t knolr* whip she* sled ; /Mr ihe/^ge .« $ftle ’ 
sort of a gasping sifh like birds give£whm you wrings 
their necks, ancFmrcit fainter. I dbn’t think §he would ^ 
’ave got hup the flairs if ft hadn’t b^en for my ’eip,^ 
She was so knockefl out she didn’t , know that f l ’elped 
her up to her room. * 

„ « Lay yer folly shinners to a quid, at this ’ere minute 
she thinks she walked hup stairs with ’er own blessed 4 
legs. 

Well, arterwards, when master came in from, the 
dinner party, I told him what had ’appehed. 

• “Does she Jov£ me?” he mutters, for T had given' 
«him another dose of quinine and he was blooming 
smart. “Is it some ’orrible joke upon uS? What 
^the devil does it mean? ” Then he looked at the drawer 
what *eld that big bunejt of knocked out J O U’s, and 
shivered, “ Noblesse oblige ! ” and \\«U most crazy and 
got to cussing hisself and crying out against Seraphy. 
“Maddox,” lie moaned, “she’s terrible; she kissed 
me ! She’s trapped me ; she owns me ! She’s as jealous 
as a tarrier. Maddox, when J think of my wrongs, 
I’m — I’m glad I’m going to marry her. When I’m ’er 
’usband, Maddox, I feel like weeping for her — she will 
be so demned miserable ! ” 

Arter a turn he calms down a bit and I gets ’im to 
bed. 


As I rites I can ’ear him groaning now! 

As I rites little Mirie Harmitage" whose rooms are 
near us, just round the next corner, is playing on her 
banjo and singing to the moon merry little love chant- 
sons . Sometimes I think she’s a fiend incarnadine, 
’cause now I knows what was in the little demon’s mind 
in England, how she laid her plans and won her little 
game. £017 by causing George to bust up and destroy 
the contract of marriage his father, the old markis, 
was making with Miss Bulger;- the markis was left 
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Jibpen fcQ marryfier* wlfch Hfccactiy what little Mirie 
jiJLrmitage wantesf. By clntraetiqg George and binding 
him by the payment of us debtsVnda big lot of money 
. down, to Misfe Seraphia Bulger, Cieorge was pervented 
forever from marrying His Florid^ gal, MissHevie Bul- 
1 ger; so tltte^little himp knocked two birds on the *ead 
with one stone. She got vengeance on 43ar-Sinister Jor - 
turning hup his nose at her, and she has tjje markis 
left hopen to marry her and make her a peeress of 
England. * 

But, knock me silly! liow did she separate the beau- 
teous Miss Hevelyn and George down in Florida \^hen 
they was cooing together like two turtle doves? ^ 

That I *ave not been hable to guess yet; that Bar- 
Sinister, braced hup by quinine, has never been able 
to helucidate. • • 

* 4 

Hall I knows. is that now, as matters stand, George 
is a-groaning in his sleep, in the next room, in despera- 
tion! Miss He\plyn, one passage away, is knocked out 
and groggy with love; Seraphia Bulger is sleeping her 
old maid sleep proudly triumphant and dreaming of her * 
George and Qupid; and little 'Mirie Armitage, dear, 
artless little Mifie, is singing her prettiest banjo solo, 
arter the manner of Christy’s minstrels, hon the balcony 
outside her room, and looking hup to the moon as sen- 
tentious as if she was a blooming hangel. 

“ WoW->Ftf«'/-WE-OUGH ! ” 

I ’ears the whining of her cussed cur. 

It is that demned Abelard agoing to make a night of 
it! 
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CHAPTER XI. 

%i MY YOUNG MAV ! " 

The next morning none but a magician would guess 
that in Mr. Bulger’s magnificent villa, Sea View, Narrar 
gansett Pier, such heart-tearing episodes had feefcn 
transacted the day before, as have been recorded by 
Maddox, valet fb the <$Light Honorable George Craa-/ *!,’ 
mere, Viscount Bar Sinister. « 

Miss Evelyn Bulger, the beautiful ‘‘hostess of the ■< 
assembled house party, appears in the breakfast rooth * i 
as blithesome and gay as any belle at Narragamsett; 3 / 
which if not the most exclusive is probably the most , 
dashing, and certainly not the most damufe, of Aineri- . 
can watering places. . * , 

There is perhaps a trace of hauteur on the , face oft >; 
the exquisite young hostess as she greets the ' Right 
Honorable peorge in the crowded breakfast room,'; 2 % 
She murmurs: “ Delighted to meet you and l 

come you to America as my aunts fiaoc^ 

Sinister. $beUev£ I had the pleasure of ^ebfng you 
Florida last winter, ' You were then, 

Jf‘ - i " ' ' ' ' '»• . " .. : .1 '"vV >1 



Eve yn pities a little languid 
“beliey : n and # remember” as she 
r with Aveiled crtonoe and the hand 


V9% with aiveiled gkmoe and the hand 

SpfefU;' ' 1 

; Tnsfcks awfully for remembering me, Miss 
IC^JvI/was afraid you had forgotten me, don’t yer 
returns George, who has swallowed a 
$%ia^liah powder from the hand of the faithful 

i , 4 * • 9 


£* ;50F$% the*tyo gafca at rach other; for One seconds 
-non^hajaittly, fiie next, love’s memories brighten both 
: fh%ir eyefs. o 

George is looking even more dashing and fresher than 
h^dkl in* Florida; though perchance a trifle more Eng- 
lish, hS face having lost a portion of its tropical bronze. 
He is the same George Cranmere the girl has dreamt* 
of ever since shelled from him* 

As for Evie, under the discipline of passion her face 
hats become mor^ spirituelle ; and she has that rare 
brunette beauty that grows in loveliness as it becomes 
k more delicate. Her whoie appearance would be ethe- 
real were it not for the brilliant, alujost vindictive, 
vivacity that lighl* her countenance; this is displayed 
even in h$r dress, for the girl has arrayed herself to 
recall the past — and is a souvenir of Florida, 

She is in a costume that gives her the dreamy languor 
nftthe tropics, the heat of this August day permitting 
k mass 0 1 shimmering, snowy, floating stuff to be gath- 
ered about her lithe figure and bound at the waist by a 
ptfee /white satin s<5arf, to grant many charming hints pf 
thejgrifceful beabties of the form it drapes yet outlines. 
T^o SetVy blush rose-buds fluttering upon her maiden 
febsotp give the only color to the picture she makes, 
beneath Jhe light laces of her skirt flit . 

; slippered’ ^nd febsed in" tW aato^tdelicate ! 
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Her eyes of soft ha^cl by meir glances give Geofge 
some terrible twingfs of recollection, and. there is?a 
pathetic look ii\ hi/ face aafhe mutters : “By Jove ! 
When I look at vou, you* make me think Florida 
was but yesterday V* British nonchalance and the 
cruel position in which he is placed cannot entirely 
crush down #he sigh that floats , between his white 
teeth as he looks on the dazzling beauty of this girl he 
has loved, does love, and will love / H«e knows this 
now — more than ever since he fears he has lost her. 


But the young lady has made up her mind to torture 
him, and she murmurs lightly: “How impressionable 
^ou are ! Florida seems to me as distant as if it were 
m the last century. ” 

“ Don't yer know, you rather alarm me,” says George 
in contemplative but savage ton*s, Erie’s speech having 
made him fora moment vindictive. t “Isay, how old 
yer must feel.” 

Would it have made either of thfm happier if the 
girl knew that George, as he shaved himself this morn- 
ing, has muttered in piteous tones to Maddox that for 
tu'pence he would eftt his denined throat; or if Bar- 
Sinister could have gazed upon the secrets of beauty's 
bedroom and discovered the imprints of Evie’s pearly 
teeth in her dressing case door, where she had bitten it 
in trying to calm her spirit the preceding night ? 

But neither of them has time for introspection, 
for the room is quite full of people who are hungry, and 
breakfast is on the table. 


As they sit down, in comes Seraphia proud as a pea- 
cock, but more modest than that strutting bird. She 
blushes when any one looks at her, but over her diffi- 
dence is a good-natured smile that makes her very spec- 
tacles gleam; though there is < an expression of disap- 
pointment, almost of reproach, upon her face as she 
gazes at the cynosure of all eyes, her betrothed, Vis-* 
count Bar-Sinister, * 
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For poor Seraphiahas been halting the corridors all 
the morning to catch ihisyoung gentleman for betrothal 
greeting, and would havc^ gained her .wish but for the 
watchful Maddox, who has suddenly whispered: 41 My 
lud, she’s just gone hinto the library, now’s your time — 
Scoot /” At which the Honorable George has skipped 
agilely down the oaken stair and slipped into the break- 
fast room, where, surrounded by the house party, he is 
secure from •sweetheart greetings; especially as the 
company is large and the young ladies of it have a 
habit of lingering in groups about Bar-Sinister, a lord 
not having much chance of solitude in an American 
watering place, its belles being too anxious to know 
he has brothers. 

“Oh, Lord ^Bar-Sinister,” says Miss Wayback, as^ 
they sit down at t?he ft breakfast^ table, ‘‘you must bring 
over your brother to be your best man !” 

At which Seraphia, with sudden blush, taps George 
upon the shoulder then covers her face with her hand 
and flutters: “Please don’t speak of it!” 

“I should be most happy to accommodate you, Miss 
Wayback, ’’remarks George, “but I haven’t a brother, 
unfortunately for* him. Judging by myself, I believe 
you young ladies would make him very comfortable 
over here, don’t ycr know?” * 

“ No brother mutters Ruth, in a disconsolate tone, 
to the intense rage of Mr. Winthrop, who sits beside 
her and loves her.* 

“ No younger brother?” laughs Mirie, who is making 
a very comfortable breakfast opposite. “What a pity 
there’s no more* like you, isn’t it, Evie?” There is a 
fairy-like emphasis upon the last that makes both her 
victims writhe. 

44 No, but I’ve got a oousin who may suit,” replies 
Bat-Sinister, grinding his teeth over a muttoA chop— 
he is delighted he is eating, as it gives him a chance to 
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grind, his teeth unobsdforcd^“ young l^irjoribunScs, of 
the Second Life Guards. He'll be a lord tUy if. 
four cousins and dwo uncles <^c. Perhaps helt atisWr* l 
Shall I bring him o^er?" / ^ ? 

“Ob do, cable hpn at once,“ cries Miss Way back, > 

“ It would be delightful. " ’ 4 * . 

“ Cable him!" screams Seraphia. Then fearful , 
blushes run over her and she gasps: “Is the time £6 
short, George?" and goes into a bashful spasm * at 
which there is a general smile. * 4 . 

“It needn’t be," replies Bar-Sinister, grimly. “Be- 
sides," he interjects this nervously, “I have got an 
pnele and also a father." Here he looks at Mirie and , 
suggests: “ Shall I bring him over to do the paternal 
.act?" 

At which little Mirabelle dallies *with her omelet 
gracefully and says: “I dare you! If you do, I Y/ marry 
him.” For this child of nature and art has a playful 
way of meeting attacks straight fsom her dimpled 
shoulder and counters with the precision of a cham- 
pion pugilist. 

This idea not being particularly to the taste of to 
lordship, he devotes himself to his coffee so .sUd^nly 
that he has a* fit of coughing at which Seraphim grdws 
pale. 1 ^ 

Then the breakfast runs on in the way breakfasts 
generally do in country houses where the guests 
plenty #0 talk about, sufficient to ekt and drink 
; haven’t had c opportunitv to bore each other. , 1 '/*'■/* 

MissEwelyn, occupied by her d u as hostess*; tof 

, but little time for anything save general cohvei^tldnu " 
She says a few words to young Arvid de* Polac 'tabwBft', l 
thepext polo match at Newport, in wfaich4*e<& 

^ a hand* . she has a little, conversation t. ThSEr . 

^ Wiptjsroj^oyer the cruise of the New 
« ifevttftfeto yacht witkflkft; ,,sfee 

‘ It-'*' Jf ' x ' 1 f > • 1 ■ ■ * ' ' 1 ' v 'h, uf-i&'l 
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- Ba«pft Munkaczy over the latest ions mots he has brought 
' u firom Pari&; but still she chanceslto note fhat George's 
* $tf4© of conversation has, greatly changed from that of 

Florida. 

• This young nobleman seems to # be continually harp- 
: ing on business in almost an offensive way, at all events 
In .a manner that makes Seraphia decidedly uneasy. * 
She wishes her fiance to appear only the aristocrat. - 
u By Jove!”*he says, “did 1 ever tell how I did Jonas 
Itipley, the Polo-I*ony Liniment Man, in Florida oft a 
contract for chloral- — did him up brown, put him to 
.sleep with his own drug/’ and gdes into a bragging, 
self-laudatory account of his Florida transaction with 
the astute Jonas that makes Abner Bulger at the head 
of the table qjiuckle, and call out: “Bravo! Bravo^-* 
Did him up! Tlmt^ tight! po np all the rival patent 
medicines in the«country ! ” 

; “Do yer know, 1 ' replies George, “since Tve an 
interest in Bulger’s Plxterminator I think I can make 

- very good contracts for you with Fink, White & Co., 
m - of which I am the junior partner.” 

, “ J YouVe in business?” ejaculates Arvid de Polac, 
in -supercilious astonishment. 

, -“ Oh, bless you, we're all of us going4nto business 
across the water, don’t yer know? There's Lord Cam- 
eron,. he’s in wines. He told me he had an agent over 
, in IJewport, do yer know?” At which young Arvid 
g^ows red as his <5wn claret and devotes himself to the 
good things of the meal, of which there are enough to 
... dtefight a sybarij^ ; the table being decked with flowers, 

' and the whole appearance of the Bulger villa of 


V j day is beautiful, the breeze from, the soft, 

; driven away all traces of Narragansetf t&g; ^ 

, lssV,Atoftra Taliaferro J^n^dn^einarl^' : 

dayTpr 1 'Mlp in the surp- ; ‘ ' • ^ : f K 1 * 
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| “Yes, it will soon ibt the bathing hour,” returns 
iieraphia with determination, and rises from the table; 
for she is anxious to get tete-h-tete with the young 
gentleman sitting by her side. 

Then the company drift out upon the verandas to 
lounge about until it is time for the beach, the 
p^rty breaking up into little groups. But Seraphia’s 
looked for tete-^-tete does not take place, as Miss 
Mirie Armitage, from no higher impulse tfian a Yankee 
w T ould denominate as “pure cussetlness,” has deter- 
mined upon “chevying up” the Honorable George 
and making Seraplm feel the full weight of her fifty 
^pars; and Miss Evelyn Valle Bulger has decided to 
show how exquisitely beautiful and fascinating^she can 
ta be, because she doesn’t wish George to^ escape seeing 
the loveliness he has lost. * ^ * 

She knows now that fiad it not bwen for her own 
reckless, jump-in-the-dark act, tossing away the un- 
known Lord Bar-Sinister before she Ijpd ever seen him, 
that she would now be occupying Scraphia’s shoes, 
which, despite their size, appear to her as if they might 
be very pleasant number fours. She guesses now that 
George came over to marry her, n*#t her aunt; that 
was the reason he had jumped at the contract. Sera- 
phia had toM her all that, just before she had caught 
sight of those awful receipted bills, the record of 
his debauchery. She could forgive George, Miss 
WebsteFin Florida — that was not a- vicious flirtation, 
even though it had caused her to flee from him and the 
land of palm trees. But his expenditures brand George . 
Cranmere, Viscoun? Bar-Sinister, forever as a man to 
whom she would not dare to trust her happiness-—? - 
because she loves him / 

“The more I adored him,” sighs the girl to herself, ' 
“the mbre unhappy he would make me. Those bills 
are the sign manual, not of the light frivolity of careless; , 
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youth, but of the confirmed and continuous Hbertinage 
of the rou£. Were he free 1 woulc? never be his! ” 

Still she wishes him to know the value of her own 
fair self that he lias lost forever. In her agony she 
will attack every one, even poor fieraphia, who has 
worked so hard to get for her a title; proud Seraphia, 
who is now enjoying her first engagement* m 

It is with these views that Miss Mirabelle Awnitage 
taking her besf pose^on t^p veranda, and Miss Evelyn 
Valle Bulger, striving to look as she did on her last 
day with him in Florida, find themselves near Bar- 
Sinister, who seems very happy in fheit company, 
this saves him a tete-h-tete with Seraphia. * 

“ You don’t mind a cigar, 1 suppose?” he remarks, 
producing a weed, proceeding to light np, and taking •* - 
convenient chair between the tu^) young ladies. 

“Oh, not at all*’ answers Evie. Then, in spite of 
herself, she says, a little twinge rippling over her face: 
“You remember I enjoyed it in Florida! ” 

“So did I,’” adds Mirie, promptly. “You have my 
permission also. But I should advi§e you to gradually 
drop the habit.” 

“Drop the — the*habit?” This is a gasp of aston- 
ishment from Bar-Sinister. 

“ Yes. Seraphia detests cigar smoke, and you know 
you wouldn't make her unhappy for the world. There's 
nothing like educating yourself to matrimony gradually 
before it comes.” 

“By Jove! Seraphia had better educate 'herself a 
little,” remarks (jfeorge, ruefully; and inwardly re- 
solves, if despair comes upon him in the shape of a 
honeymoon with Seraphia, th*at he will surround him- 
seff with a continual cloud of Havana fumes for pro- 
tection from his bride's attentions. 

“I hope you enjoyed yourself this morning, Lord 
.par-Simster,” queries Evie, affecting nonchalance. 





Julies, * “Didn't iSteehis fiatfcw 
breakfast?” 

“*Ohi cut that!” laughs George, unea s8$^p 
and I have altogether too much sense 
strative; don’t yer know? We're not 
Miss Mirie. * People of mature minds 
selves*the marriage obligations solemnly” * :, 'Wi3K^K 
“ Y6u look it,” remarks Mirabelle ; ^Jld 
shgt will probably be her best, rises and ,gO€S'^^|^<^! 

Then for a minute George and his erstwhiite • "1^^; 
heart are practic&lly alofte. , 

After an uneasy pull or two at his 
apparently doesn't draw very well, 
remarks: “Did you hear my story ^J)out /<aftd 

that business transaction in *St. Augustine 
take you back to Florid^, Miss Bvie?” 
little over the word, “It did me.” • , 

Then, despite herself, the girl «cannot 
him one stab, and a deep one. “I shohik 
btttriness man, lik^ you brag about being/’ sijce.'kl^ 
scorn in her voice, “could make his own 
should imagine a good, stalwart* stratig, 

Briton like you wouldn’t include marryingi^|ft|f IgpU 
trade arrangements.” - 

“Oh, by Jove! Come now; don’t yer p 

advice that made me embrace matrimony^ 
don’t ^ou remember, while sitting’m the 
Fort Marion— that a wife should be 
fortune with her husband, I only <fc 
^estion. - To tell the truth, I 

wanted to giV.e mera hint that 
‘ heir fortune with me,* 

■<WSffciif *1 wanted 



abounded "By J^dl 4 ’ and Ev^blushes deeply, tor 
stands bfetween them, staling at her niece* 

* *VWhat have«yt>u been baying to B lr- Sinister— -I mean 
tHtotgto*' 1 she says ( oyly “ \re you teasing Inin > I 
sli j permit anyone to tease mg Gcoigie— *shall I 
George > ,f 

“Mto, for God's sake, don t 1 ’ gro ins tltc young man- 
in amelancholy and convincing way m # 

4 *%f'ta$Wg hitn ? * ^returns Miss E\ ic, forcing a laugh 
“If0, I was only what is called m Fngland ‘jollying 1 
him tip But as it is time for the beach, suppose we all 
d#ve there * That’s the prdgrammt, I believe — YcfU 
will come « 

“Won’t I 1 ” George’s jaws snap together with the 
words. • 

Thereupon F/vie, # atfecting nonchalance, stiolls to her 
OwlWoom to make preparations for the beach 

But she is followed by eager steps, and Scraphia’s 
impatient hand is<kud upon hci shoulder and Seraphia’s 
^ttgry vOfce is m hei eai just as she cnteis her apart - 


* men*. # 

4 TKe aunt says to the nuce ‘ Now, Miss, a word 
wth you 1 won’t have you jollying up, as you call 
% *ny young man Do you hear what I say > My 
*}0%ng iH&rt f You might have had him yourself i got 
bhft on purpose for you, but you ltfused him Now 
you wsem to repent your bargain * 
f ! How do y<3u guess that ? ft 
/ * ypur looks 1 Haven’t I seen you btush every 
'to* he gyms at -you ’ ] told you he was as dandy 
fellow as ever strolled Pall Mall. You wouldn’t 
•hUlHewe me. You would thiotf him over Now injustice 
ddh’t you step between me and my Iwugam. It 
toir J You ypung giris get round him andtfify to 
t e^pte feta discontented with Ins lot 1 wotddftit; have 
tip* you. 4(4 far that Bttle Mine Arnuug-e she'd 
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better look out, or I’ll — I'll whale her !" This is said 
so savagely, that Evelyn breaks into an uneasy laugh; 
but her aunt goes on pathetically, “Now you promise 
me to let my George alone. A bargain's a bargain. 
I’ve paid his debts f I've taken up the contract. Evie, 
if you have one speck of the business honor of the 
^Bulgers, respect it. Don’t dally with my last chance, 
fqr J’nj desperate. Do you hear me — desperate /" 

Her appearance is such that it puts contrition into 
Evelyn; she cries: “Auntie, I — I didn't know you 
loved him so.*’ 

• “I didn’t lov(f him yesterday; but now I’ve got 
chim, 1 love him more than I thought it would be possi- 
ble. My spectacles gleam every time I gaze on him. 

9 And you — taking him from me — you are heartless!" 

“ No," murmurs Evie, despairingly. “I promise to let 
him alone. " ° 

And Seraphia, beaming on her, whispers: “Then 
I've a surprise for you, you’re such a good girl," as 
she pats hqr niece on the shoulder. “ Do you know 
what I’m going to jpike you? " « 

“ No! " There is anxiety in the answer. 

“ My first bridesmaid!” and Seraphia (lies out of the 
room, for she has seen George walking down the path 
as if anxious to get into the town by himself, and is 
determined to be his companion in his stroll to the 
Casino. 

Fortunately she docs not note the*effect of her words. 
For at thte mention of first bridesmaid Miss Evelyn 
Valle Bulger grows very pale. Then^as the door closes 
with a bang, cutting her off from the outer world, 
Evie throws herself on hdir bed, and rolls, tosses, tum- 
bles about, moaning to herself in a state of agitation'" 
that makes her look very beautiful though marvelously 
unconventional. Fortunately there is no one, to se^, 
her, not even Elise. f Ir 
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After a few moments of vivacious agony, the 
girl rises, dashes a tear from her pretty eyes and 
mutters: “It is the bathing hour! The double-dyed 
villain shall see what he has lost! That’s what he is, 
double-dyed ! I’ll — I’ll show him ! 

For this young lady will swim in the surf this morn- . 

* m 

mg. 

She is perfectly satisfied that she has th% pret- 
tiest bathing suit in # Narragansett; she is equally sure 
that she fills the bathing' dress to perfection; she 
knows she is a very naiad in the waves and can swim 
and dive like a sea-nymph ; and is furthermore satisfied 
that Seraphia dares not don bathing costume and enter • 
the surf before that crowd of assembled lookers on. 

But she docsn tjifiow Seraphia ! * 


CHAPTER XII. 

, IT IS THE BATHING IKjUk! 

Summoning hes’maid and giving her directions, 
pretty Miss Evelyn joins the rest of the jjarty, and 
after a merry and short ride finds herself upon the 
beach at Narragansett Pier — that beach celebrated by 
pictorial newspapers; that beach young inen, who have 
not visited, dream of as a sort of briny Elysium, very 
much as the followers of Allah dream of the" paradise 
of Mohammed andfts myriad houris; that beach where 
amid laughter and love the sea nymphs of America 
sport in the sunny surf to the* joy of American news- 
paper reporters, who delight to weave fantastic stories 
about female loveliness undraped; that beach where 
nxany a young Adonis has received Cupid's* shaft 
be$ygen plunges in the breakers, and many an 
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enthralled swain has found his disenchantment amid 
revealing waves and clinging bathing suits. 

“ By Jove! ” remarks the Right Honorable George, 
gazing over the human panorama; “This reminds me 
of the surf at Tonga Island; only the girls didn't wear 
anything there and were not as handsome. ” He rolls 
''his single eyeglass with a sort of Cyclops gleam over 
the yoGng ladies of the party, 

“For shame, George,” mutters Seraphia, with re- 
proving modesty. 

“Perhaps we wouldn’t be as handsome if we were in 
isles of the Pacific,” replies Mirie, archly. “Very few 
'“American girls could stand Tonga! ” 

u Chi! you should see Boulogne sur Mer,” 
interjects little Arvid de Polar, anxious to show that 
he is French and foreign. “ I’ll* warrant there isn't a 
titled lady in that surf at present,” he points to 
Narragansett water. “Over there, you know, espe- 
cially at Trouville, we have marchionesses, comtesses, 
baronesses and aristocratic sea-nymphs.” 

“Ya-as, here w</ have only heiresses bathing,” re- < 
turns Bar-Sinister with a slight chuckle. *‘Polac, 
you have the chance of your lifetime. Save an heir- 
ess from (jrowning. It’s better than the wine business 
I can tell you! ” 

At this young Arvid, who blushes under the insitma* 
tion, is happy to bolt into a bathing .booth to make 
toilet for his embrace of the sea. 

In a moment the rest of the party follow his exam- 
ple. George would make his preparations for a dttpk 
also, but Seraphia, determined to keep him from jein* 
mg the alluring nymphs) indicates chairs on the plat- 
form of one of the booths, and suggests, u Let iAt 
down ^iere and enjoy the 1)eauty of the scene, 
Bar-Sinister. ” v ' 

Thus compelled, the Honorable George 

.a . ^ _*fct t , 





camp.stool beside her, and does enjoy the .beajity of the 
scene; for Narragansettat its best and bravest is in the 
be%btvof its season, and the day is as perfect as an 
.ggtftat 0 ne. The soft blue waiters of the bay flow in 
qp^nibeWhite gleaming beach in # a sort of lazy surf, 
jjj front of them upon the sands stroll maidens in white 
^muslins and straw hats mixed with girls dressed t by 
mermaid, who have been into the waves or$re just 
abo«t wooing the embrace of ocean. 

The costumes of these bathing beauties, though not 
as light and debonair as illustrated newspapers make 
still in some instances approach the graceful 
draperies depicted by American periodicals, at least 
s uffic iently so to give color to the wondrous pictures 
they have givetyff Narragansett, to astonish and delight* 

the.world. * • . . 

“ By the by, you don’t mind my smoking? says Bar* 
Sinister, pulling out a cigar, and looking meditatively 
and inquiringly at Seraphia. 

' Her answer horrifies him. “No,” she whispers, 
“you have taught me to love the odor of the-Havana!” 

.This awful revelation of his power frightens George. 
With a gasp the ^teed goes into his mouth and he lights 
a nervous, agitatedjvay, as if he felt he was making 
-one of his last appearances in the hapfly ranks of 


bachelors. 

' V A puff or two of the soothing cigar, and he pulls him- 
self together and*muttcrs: “ That’s rather fetching," 

' ^mating with a wave of his hand a very chic costume 
,,/WpK! 'by- a maicT who proudly regards herself as the 
foqifceenof the Surf, and as such dresses in white in con- 
to the dark blues and magentas of her 
..jtwfwiwwdinsf. companions, “ X say,.6he would be in ball 
ifoW*. train.” George continues. “Atpresent 
pf me^ballet. dQn’t yer. hnoss'? ^.Shp 
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But this admiration does not please Scraphia. She 
changes the conversation by remarking severely; 
“ Why did you make young Polac blush by mention- 
ing the wine trade? ” 

“Because he did blush* that’s the reason! I like to 

i ’ 

chevy him up a little. He doesn't guess it, but I know 
p 4ae’s the agent for Lord Cameron over here for wines, 
champagnes, etc. It’s ineffably caddish to be in trade 
and be ashamed of it. Now, I glory in being a 
business man, Seraphia. The proudest moment of my 
life was the first time I made a thundering cute oper- 
ation — that’s what? you call it over here, isn’t it? 
Co you know, I glory in every sign of 4 Bulger’s Bile 
Exterminator,’ the bigger it is the better I like it. It 
■indicates business energy; that's what IJike, don’t yer 
know; business energy ! ^ That's' wjiat I admire in you, 
Seraphia, business energy! ” * 

But Bar-Sinister's remarks on business energy sud- 
denly close with a muttered 44 By Jov<*! ” of excitement 
and admiration, as two nymphs come under his eye- 
glass. 

Evelyn and Mirie, draped with bathing mantles, have 
wandered to the beach and now have' jthrown them to 
Elise preparatory to wooing the ocean. Mirie he 
scarce sees,* for the beauty and graces of Evelyn’s 
naiad figure is too much for the business energy of 
Viscount Bar-Sinister. 

* 

“ 1 — I say, I’ll go in for a plunge fnyself ! ” he stam- 
mers, gettingup; and before Seraphia cart detain him 
has bolted into the men’s department v to assume bath- 
ing dress. 

His betrothed, who carniot follow George, stands 
undecided and annoyed. 

Two minutes after, with an agile rush before Ser- 
aphia cart stop him, Bar-Sinister is on the beach, has % 
plunged in, and George and Evie are tossing quite near 
tdgethe| in the surf of ^arragansett Bay, ; i 



* V. THE LADIES’ JUGGERNAUT. r 

, .With a playful “How are yer?” the Englishman 
starts for the raft floating a couple of hundred feet 
beyond the wading line. But Evie is. by his side, and 
perchance would reach the goal before him did she not 
stop to give a half playful half vindictive duck and 
souse to little Mirie, as they overtake her. 

“Don’t we look like children of nature?’' sputters* 
Mirabellc, as she struggles on to the raft after them, and 
looks her character very much, being in a petite bathing 
dress contrived especially to make masculine hearts beat 
very hard under salt water, for it displays quite craftily 
every lovely outline of her pretty lktle muscles as she 
sports in the waves. ^ 

“ Your do,” says George, grimly, compelled to admir- 
ation despite himself. 

“What, more*tl}afi Evie?” mutters Mirabelle, 
regarding Evelyn^ who is preparing for a sea-nymph 
dive. Then she adds, with astute vindictiveness: 
“Wouldn’t your # father, the old Marquis, like to be 
here? You know he does so love to play — with chil- 
dren ! ” # 

“ Did he like to play with you, Jfirie?’ 1 ’ laughs Miss 
Bulger, as she disappears under the water that foams 
about her as she shoots off the raft. 

“ Follow my leader,” cries George, ancf goes after 
her. 

“Keep the pot boiling!” yells Mirie, recklessly, and 
disappears in tfieir wake: and the three go into a merry 
game of “ Follow my leader," in divings and duckings 
and enjoy themselves wondrously in the warm water as 
they play & la porpoise about the raft. 

But there is one on the shore who, though she isn’t 
the old Marquis, would like to join them. The bereft 
Seraphia meanders up an<j down the beach as near to 
them as the water permits, careless of incoming ripples 
that wet her feet, and calling wildly to heedless George 
to pome on shore; > , : / . * 



If 4- THE I; ABIES' 'JUGQERN*^v.‘' , . 

- >” ■ •. ;3 

But he Cannot hear her; at allevents he. j 

hear Her; which is exactly the same thing in hw-iasa^i'^; 
So wandering up -and down like a hen looking it-liwj’ 
ugly duckling in the water, Seraphia paces the weary', 
beach— suddenly a i$ok of tremendous determination 
comes into her eyes and her jaws close with a bull-dog 
snap, muttering, “I’ll do it!” 

Five njinutes after a figure that produces astonish- 
ment, almost dismay, passes through tHb crowd that 
play beside the waves of Narragansett. In solid black 
from head to heel, Serapliia Bulger looks the picture of 
womanhood in its riiost advanced form; the form that 
cmres not what is thought of it! Not that she is a skele- , 
ton, for Seraffhia weighs a good one hundred add sixty 
•^pounds; but most of this is bone, and tlj,e articulations 
of her joints are wonc^ous in* their development. 
Besides, a solemn determination in the way she enters 
the waves, a savageness in the bend of her big Chinese 
straw hat which is fastened over her h$ad, indicate she 
is a maiden with a purpose, and that purpose is to drag 
the Right Honorable^ George Cranmere, Viscount Bar- 
Sinister out of the water. 

“Oh cracky!” jeers little Jimmy,. Miss Evelyn’s 
cute groom, to Jellybird Maddox, who is taking in o 
sights of the beach beside him. “ There’s a jfnr ’ 
'bicycle figure for you. ” 

“ ’Ush you little ruffian,” answers the valet* “ Don’t ’ 
you see it’s nty missus, ds is to be, you’re talking Hof? f 
-Corblimy! she looks like a fair knock out for master or; 
raeself ;’ v for ScrapKia’s appearance inspires awe* - 

But, unheeding remark; she marches straight 9s 1&8 ^ 
tide will permit her toward the raft, every now efid, 
then lifting up her voice and calling out “ 

; But “ Ge — orge ” and the sea nymphs are havingtoo '•" 

• pleasant^ time to pay 
•' * - dltef- step; BerapHMj 



'viumtr jmmmA'&vs !***&$$ 

''bef waist, tHSen desperately altaost-i t0 ; iier ;. 
;&Sildera. Here she pauses faltering and cries out 
’'.- #r fcsP-5d*,GE!” ' * 1 •’ 

She can hear the giggles from the girls as Bar- 
Sinlster is sousihg them; she can^hear little Mirie cry: 
“0h, George, push me up on the raft again!” She can 
see George swing the lithe graceful forth of Miss Arm! 8 ,* 
tage on to the floating caisson. Then she sees him do 
the same for* Evie — who looks even more enchanting 
than petite Mirie — lingering over his pleasant task. 

Now all this makes Seraphia. frantic. Not a 
. stroke can she swim ; but there is the raft almost within 
hailing distance. Another step or two and Geoage 
must hear her ! Her determined disposition will risk a 
great deal to* carry its point. She doesn’t know tW” 
danger of the sea ; *this is the first time she has ever 

• teen m its deceitful but alluring embrace. 

She takes a step or two further out and yells 
“ Ge-orge ! ” • And as the salt water comes round 
her and bobs her about, she makes up her mind it will 
„ be the last time .* ' 

‘ It nearly is ! 

‘ Just then Ernie poses herself upon the raft preparing 

• for another header, and makes such an alluring picture, 
Outlined against the sky and tinted with the sun’s soft 
rays, in a bathing dress of light blue even to silk stock- 
tag? that display limbs graceful as Venus rising from 

" the aea, that Seraphia cannot bear it any longer. 

She takes another step; the water deepens. As she 
does so -a combing breaker blown in by the freshening 
" Wind takes her off her feet. She is afloat, or rather 
isn’t afloat, foy she links, and with a muttered 
/.-^figave trie, George,” which is unheard by the laughing 


f?''-^etmand‘hd''saa^ nymphs' _ on the reft*- aetaphia Bulger,; 

roar, of wat^la* feifct oa m, dbtPlH^for^’^O', - 




When she comes up again, the tide, which is now ebb, 
is drifting her out to sea. She splashes, she cries 
unheard by the laughing throng near the shore and the 
trio about the raft, who are too much occupied in their 
own aquatic sports. 

Even now they might notice Seraphia, did not at 
*this moment artful little Mirie, who doesn't think she 
is receiving attention enough from George, pretend 
to be drowning herself and insist upo e n being dragged 
on to the raft and slapped and revived and made much 
of; a process which is entered into with so much athletic 
zesfe by Evie that Mirie very shortly shrieks not to kill 
hej, she is all right. 

Alone, unaided, her mouth filled with salt water at 
**igyery yell, Seraphia gives just one more frantic 
scream. The water is closing round hdir : she is already 
about to take her second descent to Father Neptune’s 
caves, when a wiry looking, Lsraelitish little fellow, who 
has been sporting about by himself, no*one apparently 
knowing him, with a red Turkish cap over his dark, 
* crisp Jocks, and a bathing costume 4hat is as near 
nudity as Narragansett authorities permit, evidently 
sees her. ° r 

For with a muttered, ‘‘By sinking funds! there's 
Aunt Seraphim! If I let her die it will ruin me! ” he 
puts vigor into his strokes , *and catches her just in 
time. 


But he has very hard work to keep he*r on the surface, 
for Seraphia, *1 ike most people in danger of drowning, 
loses her presence of mind and would embrace her sup*, 
porter with a fatal fervor did he not hold her at arms* 


length. This he docs, shoutfng lustily for assistance^ 

“ There s some trouble over there ! ” cries Miss Evie, . 
who is still mounted on the raft “ Quick;, 

^ ter, ’the*#’* trouble over », 
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But she doesn’t get there first, for George’s fapid over- 
hand stroke soon places him to the fore. 

He calls out encouragingly : “K^eep her up! Be 
with yer in a minute ! ” And very shortly the young 
lord does join them and glares in intense astonishment, 
for confronting George and holding up Seraphia is his 
little Jsraelitish pursuer of his trip across the Atlantic* 
A second after Evie, the naiad, is with them, and 
all three together propel Seraphia into shallow water, 
where she is brought upon the beach in a somewhat 
dazed condition, having swallowed, as Mirie remarks, 
as she paddles along beside them^niore salt water than 
would fickle her. m 

But on the beach Miss Bulger is not too disconcerted 
to remember the little fellow who saved her life. “Ho# « 
can 1 ever tha*ik^ you ?” she says, looking at the 
aquatic little man. “ How can I ever thank you ?” 

“Beg pardon, don’t you remember me? I was on 
the Teutonic coming over.” 

“Oh, yes, I recollect. Please wait for me till I 
have made my toilet,” and Seraphia, assisted by Evie, * 
hurries into the ladies’ portion* of the booth, while 
George and the rescuer confront each other dripping 
on the beach. 


“I am happy to have saved her for you, my lord,” 
says the little man, “very happy. More happy than 
you can imagine. ” This last is uttered sotto voce y but 
with significant emphasis, 

“Oh, I’m very much obliged to you,.” replies his 
lordship, “very much obliged to you. Yer see, I 
didn’t know she was in. Thanks awfully! Do the 
same for you next time.”. And with this rather enig- 
matical remark he strides into the gentleman’s portion 
of the bathing house. 1 ■ * 

, h$$ pr^atetf little or w sxtitssamti mbf t 





so the episode has passed jvery quietly. . T-wepty:;«Ui^ v - 
utes after,. Seraphia, coming oat, finds her . pres^^5 
very handsomely .overdressed, and murmurs her thaohs ■ 
again. “ I believe I remember you on board the 
.Teutonic, " she adds. ■ . > ; ; 

‘‘Yes, certainly; permit me,” and the little gentle- 
■.man presents Hs card ; which is 


. . Rappel Levison, M. D. 


“Ah, Dr. Levison/* she says, ‘Met me thank you 
once more. My brother will wish to add his thanks tp; 
mine. Cannot you come to Mr. Bulger’s villa, Sea 
View, on the Ocean road?'* 

“ Thanks, I know it very well. I took a look at it 
yesterday/* says the little gentleman., . , / / ; 

“Well, can't you^join us at dinner, Drv LeVisdn?” 
remarks Seraphia, hospitably. ' ‘ ;■// 

“Delighted, thanks! What time did you ; say vl ; 
' “ Seven <f clock. ’* V ,, l 

* “ All right, sharp seven ! ** replies the invited one; 

/ “You don’t practice medicine here?**** , *-// 

, “Oh, no, I don't practice medicine,” he:adds,lrith' ; ^5 
little chuck 3 ^ that rather astonishes Seraphia ^ but &h& ; 
' mi^rmurs, “Thank you once more. An reyc^r/till ) 
^icven.** - .* . 


rS^hee^as-the party go home, she whispers to bet niefcej: 
invitfed Dr. Levison, the gentleman 
their, villa. 1 '■/ 




most. hap£y tpdbso oWvag^Ji/- : '.iG^jr' 
tatfaink, poor Seraphia ! One more plunge and you 
have been lost, and we were lajighing-and never 
saw you. George — that is, Lord Bar-Sinister and 
Mirie and I were practicing somersault diving. We 
never thought you would ventured. ” 

“ No,” says Seraphia grimly, "probably not! ” «■ 

. <But of all of the party George apparently cares less 
about Dr. Levison than any of them. When the in- 
vitation is announced to him he replies: “That's 
right. Thanks, awfully.” But in his mind adds: 
“ That denined little fellow is following me again# I 
wonder jvhat he wants with me?” Can’t be a detective, 
don’t yer know ! " 

But he hasn’t much opportunity for meditating op 
little Levison, as sjpfaphia demands all his attention, 

. once ox twice spying under her breath: “George, 
fancy if I had gone down the third time — fancy! ” • , 

This fancy sgnds George into such a melancholy 
frame of mind that he eats nothing at lunch though he 
is very hungry, and the meal is an exquisite one as re- 
gards Cuisine and service. * 

All this conimg afternoon he knows he is doomed; 
Seraphia has already announced it to him. She is going, 
to* take him over to Newport and introduce him to some 


of. her fashionable friends. The betrothed has planned 
as a triumphant visit to the fashionable watering 
where 'she*is going to crush several friends whom 
,;;"-^he.tegards' as enemies, by exhibiting her English lord to, . 
'irijiem^'this youth who is going to make, her LadyJBar - 1 
Sinister; this flawed who is about io give her opporf»$h* 


sneering at the Hungarian counts Fcenejt 
;; baron* with which' Newport is decimateid 4 tlrif^e^s^A -•?> 
^o/Sq,, ’Very , shortly afto lunch, 



. - *’ a * v *'' *•: ■ J ‘ ** v." 'ri 

160 ¥ rm ladies ' 1 ' j '■■■/' ' : 

who is in a sulky and sarcastic mood, and is.: thinking;: ; 
When I come back I shan’t be able to kick that little * 
beast Levison opt of here, because he has; saved my , 

* Seraphia’s life. I shall owe him forever a debt of grati- 
tude. By the Lord Harry! I shall have' to embrace 
him and take him & my heart for saving Aunt Sera- 
*phia, my betrrthed. Who is he, anyway? Is he after., 
me for something? He haunted me on shipboard — 
dash me if I don’t believe lie’s followed me to Narra- 
gansett. What the devil does he want? Doctor Levi- 
son! Is he a rival drug clerk? Does he want patent 
medicine orders?’ Whatever he is, I’d enjfty tossing 
lym out the front door, if a window wasn’t handier. 

But George, Viscount Bar-Sinister, doesn’t 

*KNOW HOW MUCH HE WILL LOVE LITTLE^Le VISON SOME 
DAY. _ % * 


CHAPTER XIII. 

<• 

'i 

“IT DOES ME GOOD TO SEE A SWELL’S, HEART BREAK! ” 

, © 

Miss Evie Bulger does not accompany the New- 
port party. The girl is not in good spirits. When 
alone, she gives way to a curious romantic melancholy, 
which is mingled with flashes of spiteful rage, all of 
which are c to be intensified, because when George 
Cranmerje returns she is going to love him more than 
ever she did before. 

She doesn’t know it now, • but she soon will. 

This peculiar increase of passion is brought about 
by the visit of a society reporter in search of items for 
^ ^Tt ^e New York dailies. From which city he 



com]ft„Tipafl this specific business. The international 
marriagfe has received certain telegraphic comment in 
the, morning New York papers, and this gentteman has 
been deputed .to make a special trip to Narragansett 
to wrte up a three or four column Sunday article, il- 
lustrated tvith photographs, etc., according to the 
^ usual sycophantic manner of many of the New York/* 
dailieSSwi such international marriages. # 

This gentleman drives straight to Mr. Bulger's villa, 
and sends up his card. “ Please give this to Miss 
Bulger at once,” he says, to the footman who an- 
swers his ring. “Tell her my vftit is nf great im- 
portance^ immediate and imperative.” • 

There being only one Miss Bulger at home the 
flunky does no^take the trouble to make explanations, * 
but delivers the cTird to Miss # Evie, who looks at it 
with astonishment} then thinks: “I wonder what he 
wants me for? Well, the quickest way to discover, is to 
see him.” m 

A few minutes after she walks into her parlor to 
bring return astonishment upon her visitor. Looking 
at his card, she murmurs, “Mr. Roberts, I believe.” 

“Yes,” remark? the representative of the press, ris- 
ing. Then he mutters, in apparent embarrassment: 

“ I — I beg your pardon ! ” 

“I beg yours!” she replies, rather haughtily, and 
indicates with her fair hand a seat. 

“But I sent my^ard to Miss Bulger.” 

“Certainly.” 

“Well, would you excuse me — Miss Webster — 1 — I 
believe — ” 

“ Miss Webster?" 

“ Yes, Miss Webster; I saw you in Florida.” 

“ Miss Webster! ” The, name strikes Evie curiously ; 
then memory; comes upon her. As she lool^ht the gen- 
tleman before her, she remembers him as the^ society , 



'said, h'elj&d' j[ier. to pass' 

Webster t” 'she repeats, JoftilyV '’ 


; Webster t” 'she repeats/ loftily. ' 
mistake. My .name is Miss 'Evelyn 

* “Impossible! — I wrote three articles •abbi^'jnatf^ 
Miss Webster — Mist Alicia Webster. 0 ,/ : * : jyP; 

“About m$?” she falters; then' cnesV'oiirt'^^^^g 
44 How dared you think my name was Webster.?- 0 
“Why, your companion, the daughter of your 
erone, Miss Mirabelle Armitage, t<3ld me ypur 
was Webster! ” - ■’ 

•“ Good Heavens! ” the girl gasps, then 
Jjalc, but forces herself to ask again, as if sho 
believe: “ Did Miss — Miss Armitage teli you my 
Jwas Webster? ” * • 

mv # ' t i 1 \ 

“ Why, certainly. I once heard .you, at the fSaoj^tt 

* 4e Leon, spoken of as Miss Bulger, qpd inquired again 

from Miss Mirie, but she assured me that your fliitne 
was Alicia Webster. ” ... ", "V 

“ She said my name was — Oh, Mirie! Mirie! ” 
pers Erie, her hand seeking her Jheart to stOffeljC 
' throbbing. * •. I' 'A : ‘w$ 

“Yes, of — of course,” stammers «tbe ge&^ tf^S^ 
tHe press, for the young lady’s appearSHcb 
fear she will faint. “ I didn't doubt the i^f-p rife^a0: 
as it came from one of your own •• pa^ty/ : J 
daughter of your chaperone, ” 1 

“Mirie did that and “you believed her— -yot?- 0$ 

there flies a light into Miss Erie's eyes that' nsMteh^^t/ 
repot^laew the' young .lady , has 
,• Of swooning. ■ 'But the 'girl calms 

* 0oi*9 effort and utters pplit^iy; ri* Whaf 

I^Wtsh.-apy i»fortQ£fc}bn/i^ “ 

' 5tfcfciharriage 'of V '' 



" * ■ - vm u* -T, ' - v • s,,i ' ; 

an article it will be for bis papcr-the 
.the auqt engaged* to the English^ 
^l^rdr^tbisj/ojah . facing her, who will, as a matter of 
qjpjftHfflM, tel} of her Florida flirtation ! 

sees f?eorge he will reflftgnize Bar-Sinister as 
/^SBpwfe^Cramnere of St. Augustine; an<3 this shrewd/ 
^journalistic investigator will suspect, will reason— will 
find, put, will publish, — Oh, my heavens! — will publish! 
,^; A$' this flies through "Evelyn’s brafn, she deter- 
mines She must get Mr. Roberts away before the party 
returftsfrom Narragansett. 

1 , This she will do by the only means in her powe^ 
an<i,' : somehow orother, the girl contrives to keep t 
hejself cafen and giye t|je gentleman of the press ail the 1 
information ‘he -wishSs, even purloining a portrait of 
Stegaphia fpr journalistic use. 

;f.;;T’hen. as he goes away, the affrighted young lady 
laughs to herself: “I've fooled him! he hasn’t my 
|eeret. Mr. Roberts, of the Jacksonville Statesman 
.'•Ipad'-the New Yorls? Earth , hasn’t divined my secret! ” 

^ ; . : i, ; '.^'uit.;jtg;has! / 

isiwmer,'* thinks Mr. Roberts, as he 
drives a^ay, “ and very agreeable and accommodating 
;r^i|pi»gTr8,, Julias Bulger alias Miss Webster rather 
'Wonder why she was so extremely affable. 
# |^ , '- ^j^^iy -iai«‘fed L when she discovered I bad written 
^ ter. What did I write?” * 

^pj& to New York, this young journalist 

-* 3b “ A * t ‘rtg^ook the items he has written about 
Mr. Cranmere in. the Jackson.' 

£ isOad’ the next day, chancing to s«£ a 
in -a |f$*port • • 

^er,-|^?it^cpgsid2es|W;f^avKjyi* tk?X 
, had wfti} jo, Jlt^ukh 
v : ' ..-'v . ••-Vflfee of the , 





begins to piece out the ; story„ little by little in his 
subtle mind ; though he doesn't guess the whole of it, 

Still, qoupleclwith the girl's agitation and his Nar- 
ragansett interview, Roberts knqws sufficient to make 
two or three very exciting and interesting columns 
with startling headlines; but, curiously enough, only 
4 gives a prolpnged whistle and mutters to himself: 

** Poor girl, what a beauty!" And what a litMcriiend 
. that Arfnitage infant is! ” and doesn't , write his ideas 
up, though the temptation is tremeifdous, as the New 
York papers commence to use very big type about this 
tipie in regard to, the international marriage of the 
Right Honorable George Cranmere, Viscount Ear-Sinis- 
ter and Miss Seraphia Bulger. 

And Beelzebub below sheds tears over this journalist, 
who spares a maiden’s heart at .the sacrifice of a three 
column racy article at tVo cents a li«je, anjj growls to 
Lucifer: “Here’s a chap on the New York press who'll 
never make an editor! Curse his conscience! we could 
have had fun down here if ht had onfy written her up. 
The niece might have committed suicide. As it is, I 
expect the aunt wfil, before they get through with 
.her!" 

But neither of these catastrophes suggested by His 
Satanic Majesty takes place. 

^ Miss Evelyn Bulger, the reporter being gone, now 
paces her chamber, muttering: “George loved me; I 
was the Miss Webster; the girl he wafc reported en- 
gaged to. I was jealous of myself — my Heaven! fool, ^ 
dolt, idiot — jealous of myself! What simple but. 
subtle ingenuity! Ah! Machiavelian Mirie! The 
more attentive George wa§ to me, the more I'd suffer" 
from newspaper accounts of his love for Miss JVcbsterf 
That’s why I fled from him. He was innocent of wrong, 
^j^lorida-— George was innocfent. I may misjudge him * 
not those ayyful ; bills ! If it were not for 



them I would love himtiaw. And she who 1*§ls done 
this for me— Mirie! To whom I.owe six 4noi\ths of 
latent misery — Mirii ' ” , , , . 


Thereupon £he "clinches her hands and writhes and 
moans; and if dear, artless littlej Mirie could Have 

seen her victim at that moment’ she would, have 

£ & 

J^pwn she had as fine a revenge as ever vicious infant 
had upoiweigning belle, • 

Perchance orf h^r return to Narragansett with the 
Honorable George and the rest of the party, Seraphia, 
did she know what produces Miss Evie’s sudden head- 
ache and keeps her from the dinner tablt this night, 
would not be so happy as she is.' For the day ha£ 
been one of great social triumph for “the betrothed" 
in Newport. Bar-Sinister has made the great hit of * 
the season and she*ha« shared Jiis glory. Invitations 
have been showered upon them, dinner parties are to 
be given them right and left; and to the dance 
arranged for the next evening at the Bulger villa half 
of fashionable Newport is coming. * i 

“We don’t need,” whispers Sqfaphia proudly to 
Abner, as the company gather together in the drawing- 
room, “to send qift a single invitation in Narragan- 
sett ; we could even drop the cottagers. # The New- 
port boat has been specially chartered and we will have 
a concourse of the smart set. Besides, two steam 
yachts are comipg over.” 

* Then she gives the signal for dinner, and taking the 
arm of the Honorable George, w’ho has been stimu-’ 
lated by a convenient quinine powder, follows tfle pro- 
fession to the dining-room. , - 

Little Levison, who has arrived and received Mr, 
Balter’s thanks for his natatorial feat* is seated upon , 
the other side of her. Seraphia has been very kind to ir 
'him, 'and has giveu him Mitfe to take in t^^fnnerj^ . j V 
makes, as Miss Armitage giggle&.40 Reises 
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epochs of her life— she has never,, ^ateq' 
laughed so much. 

For little Levfson is a rara avis. Arrayed 
shit that gives enormous display of’glaa^l^N^ii^ •> 
shirt bosom, collar ®nd cuffs, and dianjohded Hk^bdiii$ s 
dlerk, the little creature <seems a mass <©f cchnplfw 1 :'' * 
ancy, affability, jabber, crisp oily dark curivli^ ^iyip 1 ^ 
grimace and assurance, and keeps Miss- Mt|?eTh sole-- M 
cessive spasms of mirth that punctate the r cout^S^ 
the dinner, especially after he has taken a gl^^tvtyo 
of champagne. “ By Derby day !” he*whispers mtd%he 
pearly car beside him, “ I like 

f “ Do you? How curious! ” answe^ Mme. ” What * 
is the peculiarity of American swells?” ’ w 

“What they buy there’s nq discoahi on^ $hotee " 
curtains over there — ctid-gold ih ^genti?n$ upon 

real silk damask. Lord love ’em ! they$ ; ^h^mortey , 
at auction, they would. I was in a #<w1iarj*s jnausion ^ 
not long ago, and— so help me c bob }* everything 
in it was Brummagem Bless your sweet face, how 
the dealers had swindled his ludship. He’d bo^ffht 
rifcw* French china tor old cloisotml , and as for: brie- \ 
d-brac, you would think his house ws$ filled with ''tut. " ; 
from Radcjiffe Highway. Now, in this villa' f 
put my hand on an article that isn’t genuine, ah4 A / 
couldn’t be pawned— even to the knives and ’ 

“Yes, burglars would have a picnic 
Mirie, delighted. *:/%$, 




“Wouldn’t they?” returns Levison. ‘‘Tbe]y 
• jsteal anything that wasn’t worth' moneys 
plate I’m eating off— genuine old Sevres; 
it painted by Maglin,’ six— "humph 1 ;sevehgni'hie^S'; 
and cheap at that, lei alone duties. \ 





JgjfctHef to-.prevent herself from laughing W his 
' W, much would you value me?”" 

Sf©u?: ; me inspect!” Here he puts his eyes 
'•“I should think your get-up was worth 
„„ „ thousand guineas. I’ve no doubt you phid 
for . it^that ruby there upon your finger is a very 
^eeicme* but*there’s a little flaw in it? Without the. 
§awat*#«uid:be worth three thousand pounds itself; 
J.hahies ale rybftes. The dress you wear probably cost 
, you ’a good deal more than* it’s worth. 1 he:,e French 
men-milHuers are extortionate beasts to you Yankee 
ladies v As' fbr*your twinklers ; well, since the African 
oiitpwt hag lowered the diamond market, they would* t 
go for very much — two thousand guineas. Of course 
| don’t kno>*the inside trimmings of your vestifients • 
they may be“vcfy valuable, »sorne ladies is. But I 
Vshptd^pW .you ’flown at about six thousand pounds 
ground W thee market.” 

■ “ AM Tm worth more than that,” says Mirie. 

"Oh, of course you know I don’t value you accord- - 
ing to the Eastern method. I suppose in T urkey— where 
thdy do these tricks sometimes;” here he gives a hid* 

- ecus leer, "yofl.’d bring a good price aside from your 

^general get-up," .... 

“Yes,” laughs Mirie. ‘‘But I bring more in, 
England 1 am worth about two million there.” 
,*:f‘P'bunds? < So help me!” gasps the financier de- 

>' lighted. '■ , * * 

^^‘Ifor-dollars!’’ giggles Mirabelle. * 

^ Qh, a n American heiress and not maiTied yet. 
a’shame! What a shame! You’ll let me furnish 
i ftm‘ M y<m ifl Belgravia , or Kenmngton--- 
Vl^'.'icpurte.y.op’re going ; to marry a lord. That’s 




the Louies' juggernaut*, 


<■ ‘Y?’'-'/' 


me bujr your, articles de luxe , you’ll be swindled on the 
other side, sure as you’re a Yankee ! ” 

“Ah, you’re a purchaser of precious things! ” 

“No,” he replies; “at present, 1 am a collector.” 

“A collector of beautiful things?” 

“ Well, some people say I am a collector of very beau : 

• tiful things,” and the little gentleman goes into such an_ 
insinuating chuckle that Mine looks at him, pondering 
what is in his mind; but, all the same^ thinks it is a 
rare joke finding such a creature at Mr. Bulger's villa, 
and determines to get him an invitation to the german, 
imagining his danci»g must be unique. 

Just here she suddenly remembers how her escort 
has haunted Bar-Sinister, and wondering what his busi- 
ness is in America, proceeds to examine him; and 
though Levison is not a man to be*jjumped easily, astute 
little Mine, when she retires with the<jrest of the ladies 
from the dinner table, looks curiously at George, Vis- 
count Bar-Sinister, and getting away ]$y herself laughs 
as if her very heart would -break. 

Now, this conversation has been generally in whis- 
pers, and most of it c 'has been drowned by the noise 
of the dinner table; but a few words of it have 
reached the Honorable George’s cars and have caused 
him to glare f once or twice very savagely at Miss Mirie’s 
escort. “He’s not the kind of a creature I like to 
have sit down at table with me,” thinks Bar-Sinister to 
himself. “ I can stand most kinds of queer people, but 
hang me if i can stomach pawnbrokers — for cuss me if 
I don’t believe that’s what the fellow is. I’ll have a 
talk with him and *draw him out after dinner.” Which 
George, Viscount Bar-Sinister does, to his own misery 
and despair. 

Most of the guests have wandered on to the 
veranda. Bar-Sinister, enjoying the last of his cigar,, 
has lingered at the dining table overvan extra ponjr 
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of brandy, a thing>e always needs after SerapSia has 
sat beside him for an hour or two; Mr. Levison )ia$ 
lingered also. He cannot tear himself away from some 
Burgundy of 1874, for Levison is as good a judge of 
wines as he is of other things. He taps, knowingly, a 
few of the plates, and holds th^m up to the light, 
admiring the delicacy of the china. • 

After^ontemplating him for a minute or two, an 
expression of disgust comes into George’s face; he rises 
and strides toward the door. But Levison has a nature 
that resents his not being noticed. He cannot leave 
people alone. He springs up lightly, and following 
Bar-Sinister, remarks, bowing: “Your lordship’s v€j#y 
humble servant! ” 

“You — you* have the? advantage of me,” observes* 
George, assuming the* vacant stare that has helped the 
English nobility eut of many a tight corner. 

“My lord, I had the honor of pulling Miss Seraphia 
Bulger, your fiancee, out of the breakers this morning.” 

“Oh — ah~h, yes, I remember now; many thanks, 
many thanks, thought your face was infernally famil- 
iar,” and George strolls into the library. “Egad, he 
won’t follow me^ltere,” he thinks. 

But Levison does. “Permit me,” he says, and pre- 
sents one of his cards # 

“Yes,” remarks George, “of course, Raphael Levi- 
son, M.D.” 

“You remember me now? I presented you with one 
on the steamer coming over.” • 

“Oh, ya-as!” returns Bar-Sinister, grimly ;*“on the 
steamer coming over there were a number of bores.” 

“^es,” ejaculates the lHtle fellow eagerly; “yes, 
my lord, frightful bores! ” 

At which George, looking steadily out of his eye- 
glass, snarls: “And you were the cursedest bore of the 
lot Gad, we thought of getting up a petition to the 



captain to throw yon overboard i If vtd'd 
swam so well we'd have done it. I see by y<mr;cai4^; : 
it isn't exactly clean, you should use a finger towl a^sf ;; 
dinner/— Bar-Sinister tosses the bit of pasteboard-’ 
away, produces a handkerchief, and coolly wipes his; 
fingers — “ I see by four card you are a doctor! - 
At this most? aggravating procedure a vicious gleam : 
comes ovfr the face of the ill-treated one, Jie jeer#: 
“Ah! of course — I'm a doctor, and ^m^about to per ; 
form an Operation on you — he, he, he! I'm about to 
bore you again. My lord, I’m not a doctor!” 

** So you acknowledge yourself a blasted charlatan. 
Mu D. on your card— what does M. I). stand for? 1 ' . 

With this comes little . Levison’s revenge. “It 
stands, my lord, for, Manage- ht Debts, ” he whispers. 

“ That’s more genteel th^n collector*' 

At which the Honorable George laughs: “Collector! . 
By jove, a month ago you might have frightened me, „ 
Nebuchadnezzar! — I beg your pardon, I mean ’Ra- 
phael.” • ; , < 

But unheeding this interruption Levison goes on: 
“And I have followed you from England as a special 
agent from your creditors there to tpllect their bills ‘ 
the day you marry Miss Bulger." \ / 

To this George jeers in sarcastic laugh. “Mycred- - 
itors! I have no creditors, don't yer know? 'M% . 
creditors have gone to the — bow-wows! Ah l thank ; 
you, that's right, Maddox," he adds, as his valet up* 
pears with* his usual after-dinner dose Of quinine* ^ 
“Thankryou, twenty -and-one-quarter grains? 
on the look-out, Maddox. I dtfnkv 
my creditors, who have passed away! " . ; . ■£■ 

“ I have in my pocket, my lord, dkspite^bfe 
ity, the pdwer of attorney to collect sixty-fdu^, 

' shillings and J siX/;penc& x 




is. “ ; > . ■ * ' ' 

r#4ocuraent that (hakes the Honorable Georgebpen fils ; 

He looks it over carefully, then turning to his 
valet who is just withdrawing, remarks: “ Maddox, go.. 
»f» to my room, bring me that large package of fe-./ 
.ceipted bills; I wish to show it to Mordecai Levison, '* 
M. t>” 9 

“Yon- may jeer at my name, my lord,” returns’ Levi- 
son, snfjlihg, ‘‘but I don’t think you’ll joke when you 
Ipok at those'ceceipted bills.” 

“ No, I never jeer at -receipted bills; I’m not well 
enough acquainted with receipted bills to take the liberty 
**f being facetious with them, don't yer know. • But 


here they are ! ” * 

With this the valet enters with the large packetthat 
Seraphia has, brought with her from London. “ You 
can go, Maddok," *mutters a George, and his servitor 
having departed, he remarks: “Now, Abednego, per- 
hut , me to prove to you that your trip across the At- 
lantic has been«as unprofitable to you as it has been 
demned unpleasant to me. ” 

Thereupon, tapping complacently the bundle o 
documents, - he pases them over to the little financier, 
and jeers: “.Receipts in full from every creditor 
I have on earth. You’d hardly undertake to do business 
for those that arc in heaven , Dives — I iftean Raphael ; 
you’d never climb up the golden stairs to give them 
their dividend, don’t yer know? By the Lord Harry, 
■you’d cut up ttte golden stairs and put them in your 


But George’s jokes and merriment comedo an un- 
’<> j jj|h^}y,ehd, -Levison examines the bills, chuckles over 
and says: “ Yes, i recognize these receipts, for 

Ik^have most of them myself. ”, ’• 

/ And -you came over 
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** 11 Fiteminster's? ” - 

“ If you’ll examine them, you’ll see they are the bills, 
not of the present Viscount Bar-Sinister, yourself, but 
of the preceding Viscount Bar-Sinister, your father. 

Do you know Mademoiselle de Lorme, for whose car- 
riages he paid in Parisf Are you acquainted with little 
Baby Bascome, ef the Gaiety? Did you guarantee the 
rent of the flat of Miss Mortimore? Ha, h^, ha!" 
chuckles little Levison. “ The Markis i$» a deep one, 
he’s deeper than his son. He conducted the negotia- 
tions for you, he, he, he! And he gave Miss Seraphia 
Bulger his . own hills toepay, not yours ! " 

“£he paid Fitzminster s bills!’' gasps Bar -Sinister, 
and drops overcome into a .chair. At last the imper- 
turbable stoicism of the British swell gives way for one 
short moment as he mutters betwefep his teeth : “ The 
infernal cad — my father! "* * 

" Perchance he would permit himself to be overcome 
with emotion, did not Levison jeer: “ Wl^y, every three- 
ball shop in England isdaughing at how the ‘Markis,' 
flid his son. " # 

But here the triumph ceases. Bar-Sinister remarks, 
quietly: “The Marquis never did his son. It was an 
understood thing that Fitzminster’s bills were to be 
paid, Lazarus-*-! beg your pardon, Meshech. " 

“I beg your pardon, nty lord, Raphael Levison,” 
returns the little man, savagely. 

“Oh, what do I care about your# demned name, 
Shadrach," remarks the Honorable George. “When 
I marry Miss Bulger ’’ 

“Yes, Miss Seraphia Bulger,” interjects his perse- 
cutor, eagerly. “When you marry Miss Bulger I'll 
come to you." * 

-./‘And, by Jove," says the Honorable George, 
do come to me, HI kick you downstairs. 
ayJ fL , ■■ ./.* *J^. rob his wife to pay such chaps as you, 
Hfirar^s. — mlck!" 
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His manner is fcuch that Levison does get to the* 
door quick; but he leaves a dagger in the heart of the ; 
Honorable George, who is looking pver the bills and . 
muttering: “Yes; I don't recognize them. My God] 1 
I never was such a profligate as these would make me.' , 
There’s no, doubt of it! And Ay governor, who did 
me out of my mother’s legacy, has now paid his debts ‘ 
with mosaic, the infernal swindler! ” Then the un- 
happy aristocrat puts his head into his hands and sighs 
out between despairing lips, “ Evie! ” 

Looking upon his victim from the door, little Levi- 
son chuckles to himself: “ It does* me good to see a 
swell’s heart break! How he lied to me, ha, ha!^to 
save his father’s the Marquis’s good name! How 
these aristocrats wince when their family honor is 
touched.” • • 

9 

And a swell’s heart is breaking! For with a set face 
Bar-Sinister is thinking: “This is a cropper! I can’t 
*face my creditors in England now. I am doomed to 
marry Seraphia. Where can I get the money to pay 
the advances slje has made for my father’s debts? 
There’s no hope for me ! By the Lord Harry, I shall 
have to kiss her wrinkles and love her gray hairs! Ah! 
governor, you lenew your son would keep those bills 
good, because he cannot tell the world *his father is 
such an infernal swindler and a low down cad.” 

Then George’s head sinks, and the tears of despair 
are in his eyes. • 


CHAPTER XIV. 

illRIE, THE DIPLOMATS 

* But here a soft voice Jirhispers in his ear, in 
tones that bring increased despair to ( h 
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' ; reqtftreahofher quinine powdery my ;;^ (> ,; 

'-‘■ : It cpmes from # Mi$s Erie, who I^as ! 
$tairsy to fly from a -self-communing that \is ^ , .f 
her, distracted. .. ■ . ■* * ” ’ ; >/*"’ 

More beautiful, if .possible, than Bar-Sinist^r'^a^;. V 
■ ever seen her, ker checks are alabaster* withtWorqse* ^ 
buds on 'them; her hazel eyes beam with nervous yet, r 
saddened 1 sentiment. Did she wish to torture him by ; 
the beauty that is lost to him, her careless costume, a /■ 
mixture of evening dress and ndgtig/, would be the 
' vepy thing for the ^business. From it her soft , arms 
ccyne out white and gleaming with every graceful 
gesture. In its loose folds of draping white she would 
, j|feem a statue did hot the nervous straiiv that haSqom;£, 

, upon- her endow her with simulated vkacity to liideijber -! 
misery. * * ,/j ■: - ; 

As he looks on her, George's face grows more setftMl: ' 
his lips even paler than before. He jjpgs, and gutters 
' in a half-brokeji Way Evelyn ! ” f '> M ' 

'** Excuse. me, that is not thenajjie l>y jvhick X.hm . 
♦known to, you, sir;* she remarks, warningly. ■ 


have forgotten yourself but I do nbtjfprget/' „ >rrrr r , 
last is a sigti. J «, il.'&'Ss- 

, 14 1 dop f f forget, either! .Good; „Ueave^ a 

would like tot” mutfers the poor wretch; 'f&pf* ~ 

. remember Florida, don't yer knowf*’ AM. the); 
powder commences, to, give brilliancy* to h|$ 
thinks, affirightedly : 4 4 Cursedbat creature s 

has givett^pe a Rome# dose, hot a Machiayeit^i 
tell her. my love— despite myself' I sh^llft 
my arms and kiss her/” • " -)* Y : p< 1 ?y? Y 
■ r ' / 4 ‘ Then ' how eOuid you* if ^recpHeC^ ' ; 

$gree to marry-^ ^.. whispers the girU ■ she ■ 

pounds’* ' ' c i tes!; •' : 

says Levisoh^^wbat ngbt 




over here; tfcinrking 
: to. marry, th&t he#e f J ooiuW fell 'you ■ 

./ ' . . ; ,' / ' '*; r^- ;’ 

VjJjqre- to speak to me of love — the betrothed 
^SpyviiJiot! pou’t dare to speafof it ^ to, me nop ! 4f . 
^tt&der’s the girt . , • , t ' 

. ' ™ You ghall not think me indifferent to you. ■ By 
jieatren^ you la^at me like, a villain becaus£ 1 must 
marry ‘Seraphid. Isn’t that punishment enough? She 
paid all those bills — r~” r <- • 

* ‘Those (fills! Yes, that is the reason I thiiik you Are. 
a^illaiii. I could have ibved you but for those, co#- 
detuning documents; those -bills that brand you as 
un#brthy the lc^ve of any woman, for, \ have examine!?* 
tTH&W!**' ’ * ** ■ • ■ 

!Tp this George utters a fiorrified u Qood God!" 
#i|t the girl goes on, scornfully but sorrowfully, “I 
read 'their record of your depravity, iniquity and de- 
bauchery an d;f, discarded you— frbm my heart! Thehrnn 
who's# bills; dre such as those is only worthy the con-; 
tempt nit women who respect mdrSiood. > I don tJ fc pre- 
teud to beVa *sainfc,~ I’m not even one of the advanced 
Wptuen*. I could have pardoned a venial sip, but those 
V'.’she* wnVes her hand toward the pftpers on the 


'they are not- — V ; fc ' > s 
ti>4ry and explain }” interjects' the girl 
<r Don't dare mention them to tee K* 
^j'Ahdinei^ ^ ffash^es'of . contempt pn "Evelyn’s beau-, 
rtifid 4§tt& as* that fetich df Tiis cfcfifs aud. h^ iblobd rises 
pp before him r and “ /Yoltesse .oblige 7 ' wpuld destroy 
eyep hopej /J&&- ^Gporige; mutters brqfebplyr ’t* Sfd$’ a pap-’ 
pot Heaven's :sake ^~^ : \ * ‘ *'*. k * 

kes' 



w the Ladies’ ju&gernaut. 


And their love would be lost and their happiness 
would be beyond regain; but the girl in her excite- 
ment has 1 placed, her hand upon one of the damning 
documents, and holds it up waving him off with the 
record of his own sins; for George’s eyes gleam, and 
he is losing his hea8 as this beauty stands before him 
like a statue <pf Justice, implacable, unpardoning. 

As she gazes at him the endorsement <jp the bill 
catches Tier eye. “ Account of Mar iot^c Lor me , Part's, 

, February 28th , 1S94. ” 

“ How can you dare to look at me,” she cries, 
“tyith this bill tlifted February 28th, 1894, in pay- 
ment of a worthless woman's debts for Paris rioting, 
the very day you met me in Florida! Paris riot- 
•ing — the very day you met me in — Evelyn checks 
herself suddenly; then screams, aS if half delirious 
with delight: “Ah, it is impossible! Thai day you 
were on the train with me journeying to Jackson- 
ville. Why ” ^ 

In a Hash her fingers have run over the papers. 
“Georgette Blackbird, March of* the same year. 
You were in St. Augustine then! Marie Reeves, Lon- 
don, 1893, when you must have* been in Africa. 
George, these are awful mistakes, terrible lies! 
Tell me what they mean — tell me! You owe it to 
jrourself, you owe it to our love! 99 

And he whispers to her “Yes, curse noblesse oblige! 
I’ve — I’ve been offered up enough* Besides, I have 
no right tc f sacrifice ydur respect for me, your love for 
me. I’ll* not bear your contempt, which I don’t de- 
serve, Those are my father’s bills! ” * 

“Ah! Thank God! George — your father’s bill^- — ” 
“When he was Lord Bar-Sinister and I was George 
. Cramnere! 1 can tell it to you, because if you love me, 
jjj^name and the honor df my family will appeal to 
hisper it to any one, keep it as - 1 will — 


safeirpm the world. My governor, when he made the 
negotiations for me, which I thought were to bring hie* 
to your side, insisted upon settlements,. I didn’t want 
settlements, I only wanted you, nothing but you, 
Evelyn— -you ! — you hear me darling, you! But my 
father forced certain financial amusements. One was 
the payment of my debts. But he didrWt give in my 
bills, which amounted to a paltry six thousand pounds* 
but his own, tjuise he contracted when L<Jrd Bar- 
Sinister, for forty thousand. For these are all his, — his 
wickedness not mine ; not wine, Evie, not mine! ” * 

“Ah, thank God! George, thank God!*’ Thfen 
they would be in each other’s arms ; then she would 
receive kisses she would think of afterwards with shud- 
ders; but there is a coming step! * • 

And like guilty pcojflc — not youth, loving youth with 
honest passion, th<*se two shrinx apart and look at each 
other in a startled way, as Seraphia’s voice comes in to 
them, saying: “^eorge, dear, I’ve been searching for 
you!'* 

It is the betrothed one, seeking her own; and the 
niece, as the aunt comes in, grows shamefaced and 
turns away. • 

“Evie, I’m defighted you are better and are down- 
stairs. You do look as if you had really 1}een sick,” 
says Seraphia, kissing her. Then she steps to Bar- 
Sinister, and whispers: “ My darling is also pale. I 
shall have to * nur$e my Georgie. But I have an 
important communication to make to you. Y©u needn’t 
go, Evie,” as her niece moves toward an open window. 
“It’s even necessary that you know it. She won’t 
mind a little confidence between us, will she, Georgie, 
dear? 4 * It will interest her, too, for she is to be my 
first bridesmaid. ” 

At which the niece gives a shudder, as the ayt^urjUst 
tinues: “Our marriage-day must he advmctf?''- 
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, ^certain pqmmen^s in. ,the\j 

Ams^thinkit best’not .to, -postpone tcw*l,p«yg _,^’;V 

■iness. Our wedding will stop jornmalistiq epm- 
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meat, What do you say to a week from fc to-day?' 

■ '..•'“A week, from — from to-dayl — thanks,- 
' awfully ! ” stammers Bar-Sinister; then he muttezs,de$K 
pairing!?, “Weil, that’s as good as any othV i^mhed . 
^iane.' , ’ , 

' “ Then come with me, dear; I shall whisper it tp a 

few Of my particular friends. Abner will be so delighted 
-j-come! ” For George is standing in hesitation, a half- * 
formed resolution in his.mind to tell the truth, throw « 
r up the whole thing and let the row come now.' . The 
face of Evelyn as he gazeff^at. her makes him 
desperate. 1 ,, , 

But as he gazes, his eye catches the huge package ,of 
receipted bills; he -winces, and follow^, reluctantly the - 
lady who has purchased him, to the veranda, , , ” 

.Laughter and *the buzz of happy t gossip and. small’ 
talk coming to tfer from the balcony , drives \ 
girl from it, Evelyn cannot face the merry crowd in 
which she might even "betray her mjsSry. , ' .'-i 

With a sigh she goes up. to her own room and wOpid 
have a miserable hour or two with hcr^f .did - ' 

little playful rap sound upon her door, f t *18 Mint's i.--; 
pretty knuckles that beat the thttoo, ' ' ■ ’• ^ r 

To Miss Bulger's faltering “ Comp ini’! the. Enrage t v. 
infant, waring a weekly magazine 
recklessly, to her fate;..' . r. > V;- 
■ '“Oh, fi’tyou!” mutter# 

. fear’thegirl will Set/tht mentce ih'bier^fv^' 

~i ^yes, 'l ■t})bhght“ydu’'d'' 14 cn'-t 6 
HuyiA ek*ite&ly, -if. 
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^^St-tt'i^i^U&low' tbeibeIt # M %■ ;"/ 

;. '/* /Then ^ frW that joiatnaJ;" dieted to ^bBsip;*^ 

' e*o*t£dly ahd irherrily, : i^fplibw^: : -' ;%; * r ’ *f 1 " *] 

, , v u Bulgers purchase cstmeover in th# TttiUmc the other day; 
-Bulger bought it in London as a gilt fpr fais^i&ter, Miss Sera- 
^ia Pills. It ii a lord, and is staying at Bulger^ :vtUa,j N^r* 

* ragansett.% Miss Bulger wilt soon be Lady Bar-Sinigaet.” , 

** Atrocious**’ cries E vie. , 4 . 

Atrocious? 0 dissents Wirie, opening her blue; eyes 
' astonished. “ Why I envy Seraphia : ipve b,een d^ingf' 
to have that wicked paper print something about 
me; it makes a girl tlie rage* Newspaper notices 
change the bud into the bfcllc. Why — why how curi^ 
ouSly you arealooking at me, Evie! Oh cats! what did 
you do that for? ’*••*■* • 

This last is irf a frightened tone, for Evelyn Valid 
.Mger, has stepped to her bedroom door, locked it, and 
put the key in fee r pocket. 

“What’s — what’s the matter with you?” gasps the < 
Armitage . infanft “You’re — yc^i’re melodramatic. ; — 


For an awfuJ*Medea look is upon Evelyn's* face! 
:.\“Why do you cry out * help,’ little Mirie? ” ,she 
jeers .ih rasping voice. “Why are, you so fright- 
* eued, you household pet?” then mutters yihdictiveiy: 
“Is, it because you remember Miss Wefafcr's ntwspajptr 
n$Uces?" . : # v : 

' Her^she might put vdngeful hands uppp j:h‘e pretty 
Snip dld hbtldirie break out into a shriek pf laughferi , 
yvgstft ^ 

hgl^hX/'^e! 

v *’ ^eorgp . -’wgs^'on ^fl|Ekp -,^b$tef '■ the ' 
r.jbbre ^ 'os^ict fly t$A ’ ' : 

La^t ' ''dx^V^aqi'Ce . T' ■ 
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. “ Don’t dare |o laugh now!" And the look upon Evie's 
face is so awful that panic comes upon Mirie, and she 
casts eyes about to see if there is a convenient paper- 
knife for the tortured one to stab her with, or a handy 
hpt pin with which the beautiful Lady Macbeth stand- 
ing before her may All upon her and assault her. 

Seeing that 4?anic has seized Miss Mirabelle Armi- 
tage, Miss Evelyn Valle Bulger, breaking into a harsh 
laugh, srfbers : “You miserable child \ " 

“ Yes ! that’s the reason I did it. Because I was 
such a child,’* answers Mirie, pouting])*. Then she 
crit s out : “ You sUpid, I wanted to clo a favor to you !” 
favor to me! What do you mean?” 

“Yes, in my childish innocence I'm always sacrific- 
ing myself, and this is one of the rewards 1 get,” and 
tears come into Mirie’s bright lflpc*eyes. 

Then she babbles: “^ou remember, Erie, you told 
me how you disliked seeing your name in the papers. 
1 said I’d do the trick for you. I clid it ! I kept 
your name out of the social columns. 1 told that 
• Mr. Roberts, of the Jackonville Statesman, that your 
name was Miss Wetfster. Then, of course, your real 
name didn’t appear in his journal, did it ? Wasn’t it 
cute o % f me ? ’ 

“Cute to-*-to ruin my life?” sighs Evelyn. Then, 
rage overcoming her, she breaks out in candid pathos, 
for she well knows the astute little wretch before her 
has probed every beating of her heart! “But why, 
when you * saw my suffering, didn’t you tell me? 
When you saw I was distracted that morning we were 
all going to Southern Florida — the morning 1* would 
have been* so happy ! Why didn't you open those de- 
ceitful little jaws of yours and give me one word of truth 
. ^ — one word that would have saved my life’s happiness 
word to make me know that the man l 
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“I— I'm such a child/* pouts Mirabelle, pleadingly, 
“When I'm frightened I'm such a child. I was scared 
you’d do something awful to me* I was afraid 
Ma ” 

“ Oh, if you were a child ! " mutters Evie, looking at 
at her with evil eye. * 

“Yes/* babbles Mirie, “don’t you •wish I were a 
ten-year-oldcr ? Wouldn’t I catch it? But I’m not; 
I’m eighteen, a$d a belle, just the same as y8u.” 

“Oh, yes, a beMe ! You are jealous. You thought 
George slighted you ; so, not content with separating 
us in Florida you’ve come over hefe’to see him msfrry 
Seraphia and break my heart— both our hearts, for die 
loves me. " • 

“Oh how jrou misjudge me,” cries Mirabelle, £ 
saint’s look in Rcr«cyes. “1 wanted to make you 
happy; but I'm always being put in false positions. 

I — 1 have wept tears of blood over it." And with 
this astounding, revelation she produces some exqui- 
site Judas tears and utters a little truth. “If people 
will only let met have my ownjvay I’ll not bother 
anybody.” 

Then she astounds Evelyn by murmuring : “If — if 
you’ll forgive me I’ll fix it.” 

“Fix it? You! How?” 

“ Never mind how, but I'll fix it — some way. I can 
nearly always fix things. Besides, 1 wouldn’t like to 
have a row with you, because, Evie 

“Why?" 

“ Oh, because! You’ll find out some time* But, oh, 
birdie, Von't it be a joke on old - Seraphia if 1 ctm iix 
it! Jlar-Sinister’l] enjoy itfclso. Wouldn’t he like to 
see you no^| with that lovely hair all down your back 
and those beautiful ivory shoulders — mine are only. : ■ 
snow, you know — Oh, h6w I envy you your .. 

And the little playful wretch pres^r~?f\ ; ^ ‘ 

, 1 a .v.if'. '■ * 
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■"kissed tbem.f^^prgfel ‘ •>" 

, V Bet Evi^'.'stulcii^'.Siet 1 - off^riih-.* ,: sa|)^ee^se(i" 
rises hp amass of- blushes, rage '-and despair^ :*aa#i'3V 
mutters: “How dare you— how dare you speak 
- him! ” - * ■ ,'• "' ' '■> 

“ Oh ye% I will, because he’s iir lovc with you, ,But‘ t .\ 
you ’d better book him at once. George doesn’t come , 
tfl% Statfie family , ip affaires d' amour. r He may take 
after his father. You’d better naik«George when he’s 
in the humor. He adores you now, because he thinks 
he Can’t get you. • Kx things witfrhim at once. ” 

t‘How can I fix things with him at once? How can 
I fix things with him A'trVX cries Evelyn, despairingly. 
Mow can I play the traitor Ip my poor ^unt when she 
was true to me and brought hinv to America.&|bat: : I ■ 
might marry him? ” * - rr - . ' 

“Did she do that ? ” screams in astounded un- ’■ 
belief , “And you threw him over? p< fingo!— You’re 
hot over bright, Ilf admit, Evie-; but why .did you 

* toss Bar-Sinister over?” - .« - :V 

' “Because J’saW his receipted bills, that nbw I know 
-are his father's!*’’ says Evelyn shortly; as if anxiOus tp , a 
end interview. •*’. ,*.>n , . * 

ho !* Greenhorn, you*-ve. struck it. at ; ;|astl’ , v 

• laughs Mine. . “ Wasn’t it beautiful 1 When, t drop ped - 

' on Fitzminster’s little game of getting hisbwih.1. : 

: paid, I— I loved the deaf old rake lor iWI .adtplf^d 
’■him so much! Fits is, such a daisy! ”• 

* .Here Miss Armitagc would bevvery jocular, but Byers' 
' lya. 'breaks, out in dttful : s . . 

,;', ; tBiiHg»}6g,’,<leo'rge'' hod 'didn’t 
yodf fiendish 



r rtifr itT * ti k ijh'nr ‘ i'K' i i fA * iii > *f iii t» "■> « » si «ft'r • 




' • MiMBalge* pauses, a$t»«h4ed>; -v -. -..V 
•]'‘ miod -why, youll&nowin lime; This, 

mOrpingl received a cable from mamma that tells inis 
all is settled. , I'd— -I’d like to be*on good terns with 
; George, for I am ter be— never mind what! 111 help 


HowV’ % 

“ I don’t knowhow, but sometimes my childish brain 
lias flakes of mofe mature intellect. JEvie, sometimes 
I’m real cute. ” "W . • < » , 

“Then put your elfish. diplomacy upon this, mailer, 
or by — • . : ' w i '• 

“Yes, let ijie go; you needn’t cktch hold of 1 m«l 
Jing ^ do n ’t--dt)n^* pinch’^my arms, they’re awful 

t* Swear it! ” ' 

■ “ Yes, 111 sw^ar It bn the Bible. Perhaps I .can fix 
it — Ijioilt fix it! Evie, don’t! Ouch* that. was an 
siwful one. Metcy! — yes — don’t! , Unlock the door!" 
I .swear it !" and with a scream* the Armitage infant 
dies outof the voom, and m the hay way commtmes 
fipfifib herself: “Josh! That was a mrrmct cstape! 
She looked' as if she might murder me. I’d -better 
; keep'-my . promise ' to her or George will: never do 
•’what I want him. How shall I manage it? , I’ll look 
• the ground %verv to-hight Perhaps I may get a hint 
;'^bm’ Sbw»:bne of the party.” « . /; •*' * ... ■ 

^Therebpon she slides down the banisters and Joins 

ievison.^enbing' ' 


.'a,# 


j#4 / 'JfHlS LADIES* JUGGERNAUT#* 

to it; remarks * 41 1- presume you are anxious to get 
back to Wife and, bairns in Europe? ” 

“\Yife ind bairns,” laughs Levison. 44 Do 1 look 
like a married man? So help me! Nothing would 
tempt me into that box but one of you pretty Yankee 
heiresses. There’s % good many of ’fm about here, 
aren’t there ? ” * This last a little Eagerly. 

“Ah! you’d like to follow Lord Bar-Sinister’s lead, 
would yofti ? ” giggles Miss Mirabelle. + May you have 
good luck!” • 

Thereupon the idea that is already in her vivacious 
brain suddenly develops itself, and getting away from 
thf object of, her cogitations. this young lady becomes 
very merry, chuckling: “Wouldn’t it be fun? Oh 
my, if I could! He’s not married ! Coujdn’t I ? — Per- 
haps I can! But ijo — that’s too theatrical, too improb- 
able. And yet it’s no more wondeaful than making 
Evie jealous of herself in Florida. If George is bril- 
liant enough, J can ! 1 wonder it Senyjhia will permit 
me a tete-a-tete with her own beloved Georgie ? ” 
f Miss Mirabelle sets about this matter so astutely 
that while Seraphia is # attending to her duties as hostess, 
the intriguante encounters Ge.orge, wh© is bound for his 
bedroom in rather a surly mood, and has interview 
with him ovf one of the corridors and tells him tots / 
She is compelled for the very sake of her plan to make 
a clean breast of it — Florida transaction — Miss Webster 
and all; and during some of this conversation Bar-Sin- 
ister looks *at her with a very ugly expression,' biting 

his moustache and saying: “f’d like — to ” 

“Oh yes, you’d all like to,” laughs Mirie, “blit you 
won’t. Seraphia will like to also in a day or tjyo.” 
Then Tshe continues, giving George certain acute sug- 
gestions that make him gase at her astounded, and . 

as he turns away: * 4 By the Lord 
imp thfe side of Satan/* : : 
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But for all that the plan i$ so extraordinary and, 
desperate that Bar-Sinister isn’t in a particularly good 
humor, and in his own chamber* after receiving from 
the hands of the faithful Maddox his evening dose of 
quinine he groans: “Egad, scripture h right, the sins 
of the fathers are visited upon the sons/' Then he 
murmurs hopefully, “She believes in # me — she loves 
me — Hi win her yet; by quinine! I’ll win her yet!’* 

So cheeked with this drug by which he sweart, George 
Ramillies Malplaquet Busaco Cranmere, Viscount 
Bar-Sinister, goes to bed and sleeps the sleep of the 
just; a performance that is not participated in by little ‘ 
Mirie, who uses her subtle brain half the night, qfid 
chuckles over her extraordinary plan the other half. 

As for Evie, she who has conscience, she suffer® 
from it. She thinkif: “If 1 win— 7 poor Seraphia!” 
But love is stronger than ethics, and she excuses 
herself with: “It is for George’s sake I do this, not 
my own!" ^ 


* CHAPTER XV. 

SOVE IN A BRIAR PATCH. 

The next*mornii)g the sunrises bright and warm on 
Narragansett, but it rises on a surly George. “ Dash 
it,” he muttefs tQ himself, as he makes his morning 
toilet, “I can’t stand very much more of'thik The 
old woman is getting to love me/' * 

His pleasant frame of mind is not improved by the 
appearance of a letter, which is brought in to him 
by his faithful Maddox. 

“ It has come across the water,” remarks the valet. 

“Oh, trust you for reading the postmark jpme just 
beggar! ” observes Bar-Sinister; and jpx -** v 



“tfjBr '• . #■ : ,*ss ! 

. - vefefce*' 

' hand," aiid opens it ; fQ ; read tfae 
efiiistte; ‘ \' ; ; 

‘** My Dear Bov : 

.. I, suppose this wiilfinAyou cursing, in your 

way* your pObr old father, for by this time, l p-re&tiiph* 

have, learned from little Levison, who has gone after'! y%K' 

with the papers, that your I. 0. U*s, post 'obits, -etc.,- hd$e 

been p^id*by the lady you are about to jpake Lady Bet- i 

'* ' 

pr* ,TWfc trivial mistake occurred in this way: I didnft dai# to 
hav^tny bills, especially those connected with La Belle Brack* 
bird, liquidated by my future mother-in-law, who is, 1 pndCr* / 
staid, a hard-shell Baptist, and w fluid probably not Ioolt leni- 
ently on the frivolities and peccadilloes of my youth. That in** 
ffemal Blackbird has made herself so cursedly notorious lately 
that she would be sure to catch the naAe. * 

Under these circumstanced and desperately pressed/for the 
ready, I permitted Miss Seraphia Bulger to pay my debts instead 
- oi yours. Some day, of course, Fll make it up to you, if not Itl 
the flesh, in my last will and testament, for^ou know I can't 
leave anything away from. you, as it’s all entailed. '* 

* Besides, I am aware Hiss Seraphia Bulger dotes on you to 
such an extent that she*ll pardon any little indiscretions that 
may appear in your own accounts, especially as I luiow 
.. have been a remarkably strait-laced prig. * 9 1 . , /! !Y 

Butt still think best to give you a hint that little Levie ha&r 
hougHt up all ybur bills for . himself at about a third of their . 
market value v for 1 am happ&to say that now afnopg London < 

, tradesmen our name is as good as gold. .■ t ■ v ; ; 

- , I should advise you to hint to ydUr ^hylock th^t youf ^a^ain" 
with Miss Bulger is off, that you;won’t be ffinmid 
'make some kmd of a compromise whh$6mrk$& \ 

about fifty pflr cent, he for? ypn* wedding/feit 
: yon off for less than qbgt for cent - 

m^py* - ' A wo^rd to’-th* ;! 

, ' L Jdh't’ tte; 




VJj^"oiwfi3teii6s /feat^^Siatiater j k remain,. . , : _' '■ ..-; # • ■"'■ ; vV ' 
yv>- Your loving and indulgent parent, 

;’. !f '"r :, 'r '■;■ • ' • • •• *ntviftsf$&: :*■■>■ 


P.$.^From *£he preceding, you can probably form an 
Sd^$hafl um about to be married myself. This , is now ibced, , 
po I do not besitate to tell you that l am shortly to give you 
a very beauti(ul mother. The young ladjk whowill soon 
hobor me by becoming the Marchioness of fitzmxm.tr is J£iw 
&jkjabclU Afrmitage, who is at present, f believe, yith yottt 
party in America/ % 

For some reason or other, you in one of your uncontrollable 
freaks of temper, must have 5 Tput some slight upon her when she 
was a child— in Florida, I think it was. •Try arid, be dutifuHo" 
h^rJn the future. As an observer of the world I don’t hesitate^to 
advise you that the greatest mistake a young man can make 
is to slight beautiful and innocent girlhood. In two ,ot 
three years the* affron^d child may become qiie of the 
belles, perhaps one of the leaders o^society ? and will not forget, 
when she is in a position to requite, any snub received when 
she was younger. Take the advice of a man who has lived in this 
world to study it and who loves you, perhaps, more than you 
deserve. — F." . 


, This precious Qiesterfieklian epistle makes George ’ 
whistle to himself and give out ejaculations, sometimes 
of rage, sometimes of surprise ; but after reading it 
;a second tkne lie mutters to himself: “Good Gad! 

. that’s the reason site wants to aid me. .^Little Mine 
doesn’t want? Seraphia posing as her daughter. That 
would stake Miss Siy-pus$ too yenerablei” ' 
fc . r Jkhd'George. is .right; Miss Mine .has precisely , this., 
her head this very ptorntng as, she sks stroking . 
heSS 'caniche’s chocolatc coat and looking into hisknoW', 


i^br^wn eyes. 1 ’ ‘ ^ / : >• • ■ •; - '1 ; V • V , 

hj® she communes • plaintively:; ' My poor 

just 
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comes to the wprst her daughter sha’n’tbe over twenty, 
and handsome. But to prevent this unhappy accouche- 
ment, my Abelard, little Mirie must do some work.*’ 

Which she does, sending off a letter that she writes 
with much care and biting of the pen and inking of the 
fingers, to the little^gentleman she has met the evening 
before. € 

Dispatching this by her own maid, as -if rather 
fearful mf anybody seeing it, she claps* her inky 
hands together and cries: “AbelarcT, wag your tail. 

I think your little mistress has cut the Gordian 
kiu>t, though Serapkia would like to cut my throat be- 
fc^-e I’ve finished with her. .Oh, you dear cute Abel- 
ard, wag your tail; you're the only one who sympa- * 
♦thizes with your poor mistress. Wag vour tail for a 
chocolate, darling!” • 

As the beast sits munfhing his capflv and observing 
her with wary eye, for his mistress is of a capricious 
disposition and sweets are sometimes followed by slaps, 
she suddenly cries : 4t Great goodness ! 1 forgot all about 
his letter. I wonder what old Fitz lyis to say. Whept 
I'm away from my Snuent I forget all about him!” 
With this she opens an epistle addressed in similar 
handwriting to the one Bar-Sinister *s perusing in an 
adjoining room, and after reading it, giggles to herself; 
“Isn’t my marquis a funny, wicked old bo$ ? just you 
wait, you dear old rake, until I’m married to you! 
Then, Abelard, we’ll have fun, won’t ye, With venerable 
Fitzminsten? Wouldn’t he love me if he knew what I 
was over * here for! Wheugh! George must let tne 
have ’em for what I’m doing for him. Besides, he 
doesn’t love his papa, .Bar-Sinister is an unruly 
son, isn’t he, Abelard ? What a family I am marry- 


ring v into 


! Don’t you pity your poor little mis- 
te, you don’t; you know your little mistress 
SfiflUftn take care of herself anywhere. Wag 
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your tail, Abelard, and Til give you another choco- 
late,” which Abelard does, knowing obedience is his 
only safeguard from having his ears well cuffed, and 
delighting in chocolates, of which he has assimilated 
Such a quantity that they have possibly added to his 
peculiar brownish color. • 

Whereupon Miss Mirie skips doujn the stairs 
and flies into the breakfast room in a very nferry 
humor to find % Evie looking pale, anxicfbs and 
lovely, George handsome and surly, and Seraphia 
dignified, but proud and happy, for it is one day nearer 
her wedding. • • • 

She has just finished arrangingfor the festivities of tfee 
evening — the german that will take place at the Bulger's 
villa. Rather an impromptu affair as to invitations, it* 
will be an entertainment of sumptuous details. Lan- 
der’s orchestra wiU play, the supper will be served by 
Sherry, floral decorations have been telegraphed for 
from New York*. These do not take any great amount 
of Seraphia’s time. With a well-trained corps of servants 
and an almost unlimited balance at her banker’s, 
to entertain like Lucullus is simply a question of 
giving orders. 'Rhe order.s have been given early in 
the morning; Seraphia is now prepared to devote her- 
self for the rest of the day to George. * 

“You have so little of unmarried life before you, 
Bar-Sinister, you must give it all to me. I am really 
becoming a sentimental creature, don’t you think so? 
Does it make you happy to have me jealous of you, 
Georgie? ” she murmurs into his ear. • 

“Ohf demned happy,” remarks her fiance and 
victini. “So demned happy that I feel like enjoying 
a plunge.” And he looks longingly after*. Arvid 
de Polac, Miss Aurora Taliaferro Johnson and some 
other odds-and-ends of the house party, wh£ v are just 
now departing for the beach. \ ■*' " r ' 
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■ •.bellfe iiSd-.Ey^yn, who ; are within 5 a ^ 

puts hereto u P 0n h* *'• '■ 

,. ‘‘George, how can; you look at the awful4«*s8^i»' 

,. , that nearly drowned me ?” -she whispers, a yertcd'^ ' 
proach in her voice. “ I should think you'd' tremble, 
every, time yop heard the cruel surf.” , 

This is enforced by a rather petulant poutand pi-, 
thetic tremblings; for Seraphia, fitted with the .ap- 
proaching joys of marriage, is no fonger the stern 
business woman of yore, but is growing into the sim- 
pering and affected maiden of intense sentiment and 
jealous heart. She is in a "state of mind that makes 
her fear the influence of all young and pretty girls 
tUpon George— most of all of Evelyn’s. If she were 
asked she could _ hardly tell wh$\ ..•Even in her own 
mind the aunt scarce gutsses the reason of . this occult • 
jealousy of her niece, save that she now knows George 
and Evie have met before in St. Augustine. 

So try how he may all this morning, Seraphia’s fiancg 
■ gets no opportunity of converse \jith his erstwhile 
Florida sweetheart. ®. Once be would follow Miss Erie ^ 
into the grounds, where she has gone to pluck some 
flowers; but Seraphia detains him- to hold her worsted. 
“I'm, working ajeomforter for you, my- boy/ 5 $fee say$L ; 

“ You ought to do your little share. I think you Ipbk 
beautiful this way, sp domestic ! ” ’ . V 

So Bar-Sinister sits before her in surlyfndod, holding ' 
the worsted in his brown hands and resembling.H^f'Oyles * 
‘under the domination of Omphale. . A 
gives Mirie spasms of delight. * 1 

:e ; ’- 


A - few minutes after George suddenly,*!* 
wool and bolts ,£gom the veranda.',,. J£velytis ; 
upon the rocks that are washed by "the:, j 
tossing her, 




: ' Gceige tb • ;$&uJge •titf'it'- 
+^sto4ayo^e else,"' - >’/.• "■ -». V * . ■'.;* -,-. 

?Vc;x.- ^ > i i to 4fc' suspicious eyes t£te*h-t£te would dot come 
V.to;i^se-$khisir Eoii$eo and American Juliet this whdle 
" ^afipnerjaay^ wer^ it not for dear little Mirie; ,V 
• Looking at the trio on the grounds she calls out 
Y^athcYfraoda: /‘Let’* go blackberrying!" : ¥ *’ 

. 44 Blackberrying? ” they echo. • 

Vs..* 31 Yes. Jimmy, your groom, Evie, tells me there 
ate any amount of blackberries on the hills back of - 
.little River," _ *..*.■ # 

V 4 ‘Where’s Little River’” remarks Seraphia. j 
i «*»!* I don’t know; but let’s go blackberrying anyway!" 

. . .This; proposition is jumped at by Bar-Sinisten 44 St 
.will be so delightfully romantic,’’ he. whispers into Se- 
. raphia’s ear. “3»shall just drag you over fences, don’t 
yer know?” 

And Seraphijj confident that she can stride through 
briars as fast as any one, arid if necessary climb stone 
. jwalls with as mugh agility as the younger girls, assents 4 
to this, for sh&is excessively afraid George will make 
; a bolt for the su*f in spite of her. On land she thinks 
she can hold h£r own ; in water the two sea nymphs, 

, . .Mirie and Evie, will have much the vantage of her, 

.'V . So it cc&es to pass that very shortly afterwards, 

. Seraphia and George with Miss Wayback and Mr. 

■;50hjid,crs; Wiftthnjp leave Sea View Villa in a run-about 
* . wegQp, add acclFolipwed by Miss Evelyn in her pony'’ 
l ^^t^i.'drivingMiss Mtrabelle Armitage; little Jimmy, 
jft, ; the’ pifte. tiger; sitting behind on the rumblej, and 
lan&of bfiars 'and henries, 

; ^^!;|lirii^' ! rw|3spets Evie; ^you rememb^.your proa- • 

, ‘V|sftiiif:lit5t,nigftt , l’ , V . ■ i‘ .. ■ »VY ►- > *v . 

Wis? 3 - .: ViiiVi:: J.Uv 



193 the ladies' juggernaut.’ ' : 

V 

, u 0h, I'll fh Seraphia,” says Mirie, confidently,* 
“ provided you’ll stand a new gown. In my efforts for 
you among the blackberry bushes this one is going to 
be ruined. ” 

“ Done! ” remarks Miss Bulger. 44 How will White, 
Howard & Company*suit you? ” 

“Toa contour. They charge enough.” This is in 
whispers, for Jimmy has very large and open ears, 
as he sits^behind them. m 

So they drive along Ocean Avenue past the hotels 
fronting the bay, past the Casino, past the bathing 
beath, upon which George gazes with longing eyes and 
atvvhich Seraphia gives little shudders, and skirting 
Cancnchet Lake cross the old covered bridge, and 
Journey along the road upon the heights that leads 
towards the north- 0 * 

A couple of miles of tins and they<turn to the west, 
ford pretty Little River, skirt the lake, climb the hill, 
and are in the land of sand and rock$*and briars and 
blackberries. 

“This ’ere’s the place,” remarks little Jimmy. “Tve* 
fetched some tin pails for you. We can .‘sell ’em for ten 
cents a quart at the hotels.” . * 

* “As I pick. I eat,” laughs Mirabelle, “so I sha’n’t 
be a source (ff revenue to you, Jimmy,” for she has 
divined that Jimmy hopes to have the sealing of the 
berries for his own financial aggrandizement. 

“It will be quite a new sensation for me to eat some- 
thing I have‘earned,” remarks Miss Wayback; then.she 
gives a little scream as Mr. Winthrop, mounting the 
stone fence, agilely slings her over, 0 

“ George, your am ! ” commands Seraphia. “ 'Jhere 
must be a stile about here or some bars to let down.” 

“Billygoats! Ain’t the old ’un skittish about her 
ankles?/’ ^whispers Jimmy to Maddox, as the two At,, 
some * distance . are arranging an impromptu ijunch; 
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for ibis faithful servitor has, with his usual quinine 
powders, accompanied the driver of the light wagon. 

“’Ush, you reprobate,” returns the valet, then he 
gives a surprised exclamation of admiration; for 
George, having remarked, ■“ There’s no other way,” 
has jumped on top of the stone •wall and cried out, 
cheerily: “ Come on, girls! ” 9 

Responding to his invitation, indomitable Seraphia, 
who, despfte her fifty years and high-heeled French* 
boots, considers she is included in the gir/s y and has 
fought her way up the stone fence, and been swung 
down upon the other side by herdiance, who has not 
found it such an easy matter to handle his betrothed’s 
hundred and sixty pounds of.solid flesh and bone. 

4< Great Scott! Ain’t they scorchers?” whispers* 
Jimmy with a gulp pf admiration, a$ Evic and Mirie 
with an agile scramble mount ftie stone fence and jump 
recklessly to sand and blackberries on the other side. 

“ Did you see ’pm? ” he adds to Maddox. “ They’re 
as clean-limbed as thoroughbreds, they are — and such 
stockings!” m 

“ Get to wo?k, you little vilkfin. Pull down that 
'amper, and don’Uguzzle any of that champagne syrupt- 
itous!” guffaws* Maddox, and the two prepare for the 
return of the party, who have wandereefroff into the 
briar patch faden with tempting berries, thinking they 
have the field all to themselves. 

But they haven't.* 

Mirie’s last ripple of laughter and childish shrieks of 
delight have just died away in the distance when little 
Raphael Levison, with gingling watch-chain and osten- 
tatious jewelry, chances to# drive along in a one-horse 
buckboard. 

‘‘What are they doing over there?” he asks, 
indicating the last disappearing feathers onjthe girls’ 
hats. , 
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44 Our ladies is in there blackberrying, and . t£ going * 
to have a slight Hejurttcy & la fork$\ after they • : 
through frith pricking their fingers/’ answers Mad dog/ . ' 

“Well I’ll join ’em/’ says Levison, in that e,asy, V 
invite-yourself manner peculiar to his class. “Here// 
tiger, hold my hors&! ” and he tosses the reins. to the 
astonished Jimmy and scrambles over the stone fence, 
in hot pursuit. 

* j, r 

14 AinHt he a cussed familiar beggar?/’ mutters Jimmy 
to Maddox. “ I don’t believe he’s even good form 
quarter on this. ” 

Knock me sill/ 1 ! I think if master gets him over, 
there he’ll choke the life outof ’im,” mutters, Maddox;, . 
“he ’ates him so.” * * ; 

c Curiously enough little Levison aftqr he gets into 
the briar patch is* not se^pn by anj& of the party; prob- 
ably because they are too much occupied with their 
own affairs. 

George picks and eats— Evie picks, and eats — Sera* 
phia picks and puts them into a pail. But though 
George and Evie pick toward each other, Seraphk 
always picks between them, and they would have a 
^ disappointing day of it did .not Mirle, picking on . the 
same bush with George, take convenient opportunity 
to give him* a hint. 

Then George picks like lightning!^- not with regard 
to the number of berries but as to the ground he cov- , \ 
ers. He picks as if he were running* a foot race!^ 
Seraphia picks ‘after him, burdened by the pail And 
embarrassed by her skirts— for if ever Seraphia wishes 
for masculine attire it is as she struggles throu^h btock- 
berry bushes innumerable after the nimble George. //• . 

. Then somehow or other in the tangled; 
that briar patch/which extendaTor'aWesand'icp^>Ms:'/^ 
afidaficeicfc; loses George. . Tf*e jw£:j jsharp, / / 

scratch her, but sl^e forces her way through 
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■vlWbjf Parisian toilet, and scours the field with such 
perspiting energy that she would probably find the 
dbjeet of Her search did. not little Mirie come running 
to her down a by-path and cry: “They’re over here, 

I think ! I heard their voices this # way ! ” 

; This suggestion puts tremendous energy into Sera- 
phia’s frame; despite the burning sui! overhead and 
uncertain path beneath, she follows Mirie recklessly *as 
that sprite skim^ along with agile feet, dodging urfder 
limbs, jumping over undergrowth, and going through 
some of the very hardest spots in the swamp. 

A quarter of a mile of this, and Virabelle, still lead- 
ing, runs Seraphia, who h’as become an exhausted dkd 
perspiring mass, into a tete-a-tete formed by Miss . 
Wayback and Mr. Childers Winthrop. 

This young lady and gentleman do* not seem to re- 
gard the appearance of the two intruders with even 
complacency. “ 1 thought you had very good berries 
Over where yotf were, Mirie/’ remarks the young lady 
querulously. “I didn’t think you’d come over here , 
and pick mine. ” • • 

“I wouldn’t* have come if I’d seen you picking" 
laughs Mirabell^ ‘sarcastically. “I thought you’d got 
all you wanted/’ # 

“ So I ha^e,” returns Miss Wayback. “More than 
I wanted of thorns. Besides, ! thought a snake bit 
me in the finger/’ 

/ “Bid He suck* it? ” inquires Mirie. “I observe 
you’ve taken off your glove.” 

’ “A snake!” cries indomitable Seraphia. “Show 
ime thelreptile and I”1 kill it! ” 

*. “ Ntol It was only a thorn after all/’ murmurs Miss 
Wayback, blushing* “Let’s go back to lunch. ' 

' VTJfesi I feel quite exhausted/’ assents; Miss Bui- . 
ger, u i think George and Evie must have already taken 
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So they scramble back, hot and dusty, 1 with fingers 
well stained by blackberry juice, toward the carriages, 
Seraphia keeping up a desultory search for her fianc6 
and niece. “They must be at the wagon," she sug- 
gests. 

“Yes, they’re dbubtless at the wagon," remarks 
Miss Waybackp sententiously. 

“No doubt they're at the wagon," giggles Mirabclle, 
sarcastiAlly. For the imp will make fun though Sera- 
phia’s countenance tells her it is dangerous. 

They are not at the wagons; to Seraphia’s horror 
George and E vie "hive not returned. 

•“Probably they’ve found* a nice blackberry patch 
all by themselves," remarks Mirie. “Well look and 
•see if both their lips are black." # 

At this covert insinuation Seraphia puts horrified and 
suspicious eyes on Miss Armitage; then cries excitedly: 
“Let’s find them, quick! They’re lost. Perhaps a 
snake has bitten George." 

“ Ah-h! Garden of ‘Eden! " whispers Miss Jago into 
the betrothed’s jealous car, and is so pleased with the 
effect this conceit *fias upon her victim that she goes 
into an ccstacyof childish glee. Throughout all this day 
the mischievous elf seems to devote a good deal of her 
vivacious efiergy to producing the tortures of jealousy 
in varying phases upon Seraphia’s ardent but over- 
burdened soul. 

“Quick, let’s seek for them," £ries* Miss Bulger, 
then mutters to herself: “ That minx, Evie, trying to 
allure Gebrge away after she promised." 

Here tears gather in Seraphia’s anxious eyes, and 
she would instantly conduct energetic pursuit, for she 
has already commanded Maddox and Jimmy to scour 
the field, did not at this moment little Levison n&ke 
his app^rance, wandering from the blackberry patch. 

, He looks concerned, disconcerted — almost frightened 
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for certain matters have come to him from a neighbor- 
ing thicket that have brought agitation upon him. 

“Oh, Mr. Levison, have you # seen them — Bar- 
Sinister and Evelyn?” queries Seraphia, running to 
him. 

“ I haven't had the honor of beihg introduced to Miss 
Evelyn Bulger, yet,” remarks Mr. Levison, “but my 
lud is down there and there's a very pretty feminine 
voice witfi him.” • 

This is impressed upon his listeners by a slight 
chuckle. At this moment, to bear out Levie’s informa- 
tion, George and Evie make thei reappearance, stroHing 
toward the wagons. • *• 

“I say, we got an uncommonly fine lot of berries 
down there ; # you oyght to go and see 'em! ” catos 
out Bar-Sinister 3s be approaches. i . 

“Yes, they — they look like — black thimbles,” adds 
his companion, as if anxious to say something. 

“Did you Jgave any?” asks Miss Armitage, suspi- 
ciously. 

• “ A few! We«aren't so greedy as you are.” 

“Yes, I set both your mouths are black!” cries 
Mirie, with a latent insinuation of inflection that puts 
tears of anxiety into Seraph ia’s eyes. 

At this remark Miss Evelyn turns a^ay her head, 
and devotes herself to the impromptu luncheon, which 
is also, attacked, especially as regards the wine, by 
Mr. LevisorT, as be indulges in some playful jokes upon 
blackberry flirtations. • • 

His wit makes Seraphia look suspicious," “and George 
scowfj though he cannot insult the little money 
sharjc in the presence of* the ladies, who are laugh- 
ing at Levison’s remarks, which hit harder than any of 
them, save Mirie, imagine. 

During this meal, Evelyn Vall6 Bulger onfe or twice 
steals surreptitious glances at Seraphia, then turfts her 




head away again with a kind of hang-dog fetpresM^h? 7 
upon her lovely, but blushing face. 7 V 

Though < she makes pretence of gastronomy, She 
doesn’t seem to have much appetite, but Bar-Sinister 
does, and eats and drinks in such a reckless way, that' 
Maddox remarks, safto voce ; to Jimmy, “My lud W* \ 
guzzling as if he wanted to kill his thoughts*” 

“ I -should think he would,” answers Jimmy, u when 
he’s going* to marry her • in six days. I’d drink myself 
to death, I would! Can’t you spare jrfe another taste 
of that fizz?” These two are having a little bottle of 
wins by themselves p£ar the side of the creek, where a 
convenient thicket screens them from the notice of 
their betters. 

*But the meal is very shortly finished and Seraphia, 
rising suddenly, remarks: “ Lookihg as de do, I think 
we'd better drive into toMi the more^retired way, by! 
the South"Pier road. 1 couldn’t stand the gaze of the 
gaping crowd at the Casino and hotels — after black- 
berrying.” 

* “No , you couldn’t,” assents Mirie, at which there is 
a laugh, for Seraphim’s face is bereft ,of powder by 
perspiration and her hair and costume ‘have suffered 
ffom contact with the briar patch. • 

The rest of*the ladies are not much better off and 
they readily agree to the roundabout but rntwre private , 
drive to the Bulger villa. , 

So the party scramble into the vehicles, all save 
Mirie, who,* for * some mysterious reason, cries out ’ 
for the direct road. “I must get into town at ; 
once,” she says. “Seraphia, I expect a new 
from New York for to-night^ dance. ” Then she. puts , • 
pleading Blue eyes upon the little bill coliectojftand , 
suggests: “You’ll drive me in your backboard, won’t 
you, dear Mr. Levison?” ' * ' ’ ' ' . 

“Won’t*!?” cries the gallant little napney shark. 






do it for you .quick as a diamond flashes in. the 
sun.'"' * * . ’ : ■ 

“Very welj, take care of yourself, Mirie,” cries Evie, 
Who seems to be endowed with a curious nervous ex- 
citement this afternoon; and, whipping up her ponies, 
disappears among the trees furthej* up the hill. 

The run-about with the others would follow her, 
leaving Mr. Levison standing by his Ibuckboard, into 
which hetoas just assisted Mirabelle; but George, after 
the wagon has gone a few paces, tells the driver to 
stop. “Isay, Miss Armitage,” he calls out, “you’d 
better join Miss Evelyn. I can signal her to stop. 
Mordecai there won’t care very much." w * 

At this -cognomen there is a snicker from the wagfen. 
“Raphael!" screams th*e little financier. “You 
seem to make? a jpkd* of forgetting my name, my lor3, 
but I can tell jou* blackberry patches isn’t the best 
places to hatch black doings. It won’t be moonlight to 
night, my lud. ” This he grinds out between his strong 
white teeth. * * 

“Keep a quiet tongue in your head, Shadrach," # 
mutters Bar-Simster; but he sirys no more and the 
wagon drives on up the hill, Mr. Winthrop and Miss 
Wayback giggling; though Seraphia has a half fright- 
ened, half suspicious look Upon her face.^ 

Left with Mr. Levison, Miss Mirabelle opens her 
frank blue eyes and puts them upon her escort as he is 
gathering up the reins in an excited and savage man- 
ner; then she makes this curious remark: “So Bar- 
Sinister and Evelyn Bulger are going to elope, eh, 
Mi: Levison? " * 

Yes. That was a fine idea when you invited me 
to ;Jhe blackberry party. Hpw you must hate, ’em," 
mutters the financier, , , 

“Yes, I hate him" replies Mirte. “I'm a good 
hater^ and soare you. r I hate himweUefcohgh to— -r-” 
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“ To do what? ” 

“To give you revenge* upon George, Viscount Bar- 
Sinister, fpr the insults he has put upon you.” 

. “Yes, 1 might have an even up with him, but 
it would cost too much blooming money,*’ mut- 
ters Raphael, ruefully. “If I told the old woman 
she might throw up the whole business, and where 
would those bills I am collecting come in — those 
beautiful # bills I bought at thirty per cent* on their 
face?” iterates Levison, the champagne he has taken 
, at the impromptu picnic having made him somewhat 
talkative. . # 

“ I’ll show you how to take vengeance upon him 
without the loss of a cent c of money; in fact, it may 
gyve you more! ” returns Miss Sly-puss. 

“More!” cries Raphael, his eves# growing big at 
the thought of further gafn. # 

“ Yes, I shall suggest to you a plan by which you will 
probably become very rich. You’d like to marry an 
American heiress, wouldn’t you ? ” purrs Miss Armitage, 
•looking archly at him. 

His answer astounds and horrifies her. “Yes, so 
help me bob! I’d like to marry you 
*“Oh! — Oh my!” and Mirie dodges* the financier’s 
disengaged arm, which would glide audaciously round 
her charming waist. * 

A second after he gives a shriek of anguish as Mira- 
belie laughs at him : “Attempt that again, Mr. Levison, 
and I’ll stick you with my hatpin once more.” Then 
she whisper* sternly, “Keep on your own side of the 
buckboard, please. I’m already spoken for. Cofne to 
business. Tell me when they elope.” 

“At half-past eleven to-night, from the road in* the 
trees across the drive from the Bulger villa. He’s t£ 
have a carriage there at half-past eleven to-night.” 

‘ ‘ Did Evie consent ? ” 

* 

i ' - . it 1 v., ‘.>Di iif- 



THE LADIES’ JUGGERNAUT* ’ 

“Oh, at first she said no, but then we are aware how ' 
these things generally turn out when they both love 
each other awful,” chuckles Raphael. • * 

* L Very well, here is the scheme for our revenge. But 
I must whisper it,”*for they are now in the crowded part 
of Narragansctt. near the Casino# 

With this Mine unfolds to little J,evison such a 
bizarre, original and extraordinary plan of action, that 
the financier first stares at her astounded, tl#cn breaks 
into chuckles. " *So help me, you’re a world-beater! 
How much did you say that pretty Evie Bulger was 
worth?” • . « 

“ Oh — more money than you’ll eve- get any other 
way ! ” 

“ But she may discover me.” • 

“Not before yoij have fled together far enough to 
place the game in your own Tiands, if you manage the 
matter discreetly. That will mean revenge for me.” 

“But, gad, t Lord Bar-Sinister will break my bloom- 
ing neck! ” and at the thought* Raphael grows pale. 

. “ No, he won^t, lie dare not say a word ! That will* 

make his marsiage certain to SSraphia, and you sure 
of your collection.” 

And as they ride on, she whispers to him such cufe 
suggestions that Lcvison rolls his eyes and ejaculates: 
“My! yoti’re smart enough to be a dealer in old 
masters, you are. ” 

“ Never rftincl Jiow smart I am ; are you smart enough 
and have you pluck enough to do it? Vou say, the 
carnage will be waiting at half past-eleven* I'll show 
you fcbw to work it.” 

“So help me, III’— I'll do it!” 

“ Then I’ll borrow George’s cloak and hat for you. 
Remember — at half past eleven, if you would wed a 
Yankee heiress and have revenge,” ^ 

“ By the five books of Moses! ” mutters the little fel- 



**1*11 fcpt tfail you! 

Mirahdle down in the forte eoikfre of the 

he' drives 3a way, chuckling to himself : 44 Lord, 

only get my courage up. That Evie is beautiful ^ ; 

Susanna amid the Elders and that Mirie is 

enough to be the wi£e of a pawnbroker, she isl Isn%ftl 

picturesque how she hates her cousin! ” '* 

As.for the subject of his eulogy, she stands looking 1 
after him # thinking: “ By any one who didn’t know my^ 
generous nature,. I should be misconstrued, but 
always sacrificing myself for others in my childish^ art- 
less way. Oh, fire-Qies! I believe old Seraphia would 
wring my soft little neck if 'she guessed/’ Witlvtbis* 
sh€ giggles airthe way up the’ stairs, and getting tp hejr; 
room, tells her maid to put out an exquisite gown of 
tulle that Pingat has made for Rer # in Paris, showing 
that little Mirie doesn’t always telf the truth about' the 
dresses she is expecting from New York. > > 

A few minutes after, hearing the noise of the arriving ’ 
party, she slides down the banisters, antl^eraphi&being. 

• occupied by change .of toilet* obtains a very quiet „ 
tSte-&-t£te with George, during which .the two speak? 
under their breath. # • 

« “I say, did little Levfe drop? ”• remarks* 
Sinister, griijily. " 

4 4 Yes, I think I have arranged it all.# H^veypu : 
done your part? ” " r " // ; 

4 4 Of course ! I’ve ordered two fast h arses, a nd carriage 
to be in w^ting at the proper place to*nigbt, and ^ve f 
given instructions for them to drive the eloping couple/ > 
to Westerly to catch the midnight ' train; 

New York. ” ' . . ' <»r'< 

44 Did Evie consent to elope? ” /■ j 

■v 44 Noi' a •'bit! " returns Bar^Sini&ten ff- She hesitai^.t; 
but, .God bless -her, the 'hist she 


. She.#id,^ni ; 







'old '.Seraphia, who '’brought you Over for 

*.■ ■ ' ' . • >. ■ 

ipfMTfhm £vie won't go? 11 • 

;^;/^^frc6urse not; but the way you suggested is much 
^jNeUer. It’ll place the onus of the^iffair on Seraphia,” 
hie laughs. 

\ M Very well, you must persuade Evie* to thoroughly 
arouse her aunt’s jealousy, and to make the ajjpearahce 
of eloping— to be* in her room dressed for departure at 
111,45. I>o you think you can do that?” 

' “ Not the last part of it,” repiarks Bar-Sinister, 
gloomily. “ Evelyn won’t be* a partner in our trick 
upon her aunt, I'm sure* of that.” Then he si^hs 
romantically; “Mine*, I’m in love with an angel.” 9 
, M 0h birdief <Jo *and quininize yourself!” jeers 
Mirabelle, merrily to this suggestion. 

But George goes on moodily: “As for the*jealousy 
part, I presume I can work that up on my own 
account.” ## 



, “Very well. You make Seraphia frantic and I’ll 
Sb the rest, ” says*Mirie, confidently. 

“I say,” Bar-Minister asks, suspicion in his voice, 
“you're nbt after some new and more infernal ruse* 
against my happiness than that Florida onf, Mirie? ” 
' v :“No r Tn» always true as steel, "answers Miss Arini- 
tage, an 4 her blue eyes look very frank and ingenuous. 

; “ Then why are you doing all this for Evie and me?” 

? ■“ Because, my hoy,” she whispers, „“yoq are going 
me some of those La Blackbird bll^ Seraphia 
’^t';f^ ; your wicked old father. That was one ijf 

COM1NQ TO AMERICA.” , ' . 

■ ,,, 

’^TJiat. ev * n . y«** witte;'.--E ; ,i 1 Uniips?t*w , » _ 

’ wry* consen^BSi ^a'^^fde^ter tna^ 
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goes away merry and light-hearted, though she leaves 
him stupefied! 

But getting to the privacy of her own chamber, Mira- 
belle’s face becomes meditative. She murmurs: “How 
can I ever do it? ” Then remarks pathetically to her 
poodle, who rubs hi« chocolate nose in her hand : “ I)og- 
gie Abelard, i£ your little mistress can do this she has 
a brain that discounts Solomon’s, and is, oh! so very 
much brighter than that dyspeptic, ecclesiastical 
Romeo after whom I named you. .for do you know, 
Abelard, it was once the ambition of my childish soul 
to % marry a monkJ * But J’m more practical now, dear 

old Abelard. Have a chocolate?” Smack! — “I told 

• * 

you I’d box your ears if j;ou didn't catch it. Stop your 
•miserable canine yelping and let your poor little mis- 
tress think!” <. 

• r 


CHAPTER XVI. r # 

NEWPORT VISITS N ARRAO A^SETT, 
c 

« 

It is evening. Sea View, Villa is alight from turret 
to foundation. Lander’s orchestra are tuning their 
instruments^ screened from the dancing-room by palm# 
and evergreens, and Sherry has taken possession of the 
kitchen. 

Seraphia, dressed as a bud, aryJ standing beside^ 
Evelyn, is ‘assisting in receiving the guests. “Don’t 
we look like twins ? ” she says proudly to her fair 
niece; for a very naive and girlish idea haS come 
into the betrothed one’s head as regards her toilet. 

She has brought two exceedingly juvenile and artistic 
costumes from Paris, both originally intended for her 
niece, ypon the announcement of her engagement to 
Bar-Sinister Seraphia ha^s given but one of them to Evic; , 1 
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the other she has had extended and let out to suit her 
more robust figure. 

This one she wears this evening, and as bpth gowns 
are of white gauze, with about the same gimcrack 
effects as to trimming and general style, and as Evie 
chances to have decorated her e^uisite self with the 
other one, the two Miss Bulgers, younger and elder, 
this evening resemble each other as to costume *quite 
closely — 'though in no other way. + 

For Evelyn to’iiight looks even more ethereally beau- 
tiful than perchance she has ever done. A kind of. 
nervous intensity seems to be in ev$ry glance of her £yes 
and pose of her head; # a flush of excitement is URon 
her fair and delicate cheeks; her eyes, though won- 
drously vivacious, seem to conceal tears. Whenever 
her aunt spealks to her, Evelyn turns away her head, 
blushes rosy recUand grows curiously embarrassed. 

“What are you playing the startled fawn act for 
now ? M whispers Mirie, who looks like a floating snow- 
cloud, pure and immaculate in- white lace and chiffon, 

. from which peep^dimpled shoulders. “He is not down* 
yet — you'll make Seraphia suspicious." 

And Mirie is^-ight; the betrothed’s latent jealousy 
of the morning becomes more active as the night 
. goes on. • » 

Once, uflable to contain herself, the aunt whispers to 
. her niece : “ Evie, why don’t you look at me ? Is it 

because your conscience twits * you about me and 
George ?” . • 

To this the girl gives no answer save a slight laugh, 
and lfioves nervously away. 

“ Oh my soul ! Would she rob me of him ? ” shudders 
Seraphia, and trembles as she gazes on her niece's 
fyeauty; for the contrast as they stand near each 
o$er, in almost similar toilets, makes the aunt appear 
older than she otherwise would, * 






This hpt Impresses itself - on Mr; 
bustles about, 44 Take my advice,” he $ay$i 
tical, hard-headejd way, ‘‘and don't run 
babies, Seraphia. If you want to dodge pneumcfet^ 
hoist your old black silk dress again - — quick ! ” ^ 1 * 

44 Why, Abner, frhat nonsense!” his sister giggles 
indignantly. 4 1 George likes me in girlish costume: 
Wherr I become a frisky matron and settle down I'll \ 
think ab6ut black silk. As it is, attend to your busi- 
ness and get that band going ! ” * 

Then she looks around for George, but he has hot 
yet made his appearance. 

‘Curiously gnough, over his dressing table, in the 
room above, the young gentleman of her thoughts is 
holding a conversation with his valet that would make 
, Seraphia jump did she bgt hear it.® c ’ ' * 

44 You don't mind my going doWhstairs, my lud,' 
and 'elping the butler with the swells ? ” asks Maddokl 
“Not at all,” laughs George; then ha adds suddenly, 
and in a whisper: 44 Before you go, one things* ' * 

* 44 Yes, my lod." t 

44 Is everything arranged as I told ^ou?' ' ‘ ^ 

44 Yes, my lud.” e * \ < ' 

44 The carriage with the driver ordered ? ” - ■ l 

44 It will be ready at half-past eleven ic as'70tr-'^dl^v ; 

rected/> * 

44 In the shrubbery ? ” - ' ' ' ; x ' 

44 Yes; in the road that leads through the ttfees^ 
opposite 'ei%. ” * . # 

44 Hm— fast horses?” \ 

, “Yes, yet ludship,” mutters Maddox, '/f 

perturbed appearance, 4 V' ' ?' v ' V 

4 4 You 'understand me ; ahat you gd also ? ” v ’S* ^ ^ 
44 Yes, sir*” . *■ / ' 

- 44 The j^river Has instructions as soon as both 
the carriage to drive to-Westeriy and 
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rthjMJtigh after twelve o'clocS;.^'"©©"^ 
tfa <roe for New York/* ■ -. ■ , 

’ / ' : \ , * ? 

;• George,' with a sigh of relief, “so far* 

sogood. Npw, listen to me,” he adds, to Maddox. 

* JJ t )§bWi> a twenty-two arid, a quarte# grain quinine ready 
^ half-past eleven, sharp. Sneak it h*to a chocolate 
ice-qr$am, and get it to me in the refreshment rVpm. 

It cfxcites # too much infernal comment if jrtm bring 
those powders in sherry.” 

44 Yes, sir,” mutters Maddox, a frightened look com- 
ing info his face. # • ■ «■ 

“ Very well, you can go; and keep ycprself demand 
sober. And if you breathe a word—*—” 

\ “ I won't, sjjf.” ’* • • 

“Very well. Remember there's. a hundred pound ,, 
note waiting for you at the end of this affair, 
Maddox.” 

With a slight Jaugh on his lips Bar-Sinister strides 
out of his chamber and down the stairs, remarking ttr 
himself: “Now tfcen, to give Seraphia a touch or two * 
more, of jealousy and make young Shadrach hate me a 
little stronger, and then I must trust dear, devilish little 
' Mine. By Joyel what a crush there is. So much the 
'dbffij fcter* generaf privacy is a general crowd?” 

, For the Newport boat having arrived, special carriages 
^ikrtered for the occasion are bringing up such amass 
^ cOroneted aristocrats that Maddox, who strides 
to; the aid of the Bulgers’ flunkey, remarks; “By 
you've got as many blooming titles*in there as 
a ball in Belgravia, including the foreign 
Tdba't -count M . - -'V . . , . 

„ Arid; Mr* Maddox tell^ the truth, for of titles there 
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the Almanach de Gotha] hut here they are, and Seraphia 
is happy — Happy and proud ; for George is standing by 
her side pow. 

44 Darling, yoh’ve kept me waiting, ** she flutters. 
44 How handsome you look. How that white carnation 
boutonniere becomes you. Did, he receive it with his 
Seraphia’s love?’* 

44 ^S T o. I got it with a blarsted pin in it, which butch-, 
ered my/inger,” replies Bar- Sinister savagely. But he 
hasn’t much time for lover's specifies, as his fiancee 
makes it a point to introduce him to every one; and 
bt^ng anxious for.tfee social glory of the guests of the 
House of Bulger, goes into slight descriptions of their 
genealogy anti standing in the community, especially 
«jvhcre they have no titles. 

4 4 My lord,” she says, 4 Met me present you to Miss 
Amelia Pandora Back-ftay. Miss % Back-Bay, Lord 
Bar-Sinister.” 

44 Howdy do? howdy do?” says George, forcing 
himself to be affable. . 

44 Miss Back-Bay,” continues Seraphia, anxious to 
impress the young & lady s social impprtance on her 
fiance, 44 is a scion of one of our % oldest families — 
«Came over with the Puritans.” • 

44 Oh, ya-as,” assents Bar-Sinister, 44 Plymouth Rock, 
and all that, don’t yer know?” Then he*adds rather 
snappishly: M I say, donT yer think I’ve read history, 
Seraphia?” 

At which Miss Back-Bay, who is Boston from the* 
tips of her gloves to the ends of her dancing slippers, 
laughs and remarks: 44 You didn’t come over to assimi- 
late history, did you, my lopd? Cupid, not Clio, called 
you to America. Let me congratulate you”; ancf gives 
him such an insinuating glance that Seraphia giggles 
from very joy, but goes on presenting. 

4 4 George, permit me to introduce you to Miss Grace 



Rappahannock Courthouse. Miss Courthouse is one 
of our oldest Virginia families-^ame over with the 

“Oh, ya-as, I know,” chips in Bar-Sinister eagerly. 

“ Came over with the Indians. Howdy do ? Howdy 
do?” # 

At which Miss Grace, though she is generally proud 
of having streaks of Pocahontas and I'ottawattajnie 
blood in hep veins, turns away rather discomposed. 

“Madame la Byonne de Vieille-Roche, Lord Bar- 
Sinister,” remarks Seraphia, getting away from’ the 
embarrassed Indian maiden. “Madame la Baronne 
has told me that she met you, George, at Monte 
Carlo.” 

“Oh ya-as, thanks awfully,” replies George.^ 

“ Ya-as, it’s n?> telling who the deuce you do meet 
at Monte Carlo!” * • 

Now this style of conversation does not add very 
greatly to Viscount Bar-Sinister’s popularity this 
evening, but upon no one invited to the Bulger villa 
(Joes he make such an unfavorable impression as » 
upon little Levjson. • 

After a few turps around"the room with his fiancee 
hanging on his cirm, George succeeds in making a» 
disappearance somewhat similar to that of the black- 
berry patch* in the forenoon. A crowded ballroom is 
about as convenient a place for mysterious disappear- 
ances as the slums of a great city.* And Bar-Sinister 
promptly and mysteriously disappears. from^Seraphia's 
visioa 

To avoid her, he plunges into a little anteroom. Then, 
looking at his watch, he musters, rather nervously ; “A 
quarter past eleven ! ” 

At this moment he finds himself confronted by 
Mr. Raphael Levison, who, in dress suit and very 
elaborate jewelry, thinks himself a $ w ell amoflg swells. 

• r ’* s 




, 4 “ My lord ! ” says Levison, who can't • 

noticed, bowing before him. ■* - , , r: k 

“Gh, it’s you, is it?'* remarks George, a sneer#** his 
lips* ^Didn’t jknow you’d turned waiter, Potlphar^- ; 
I beg your pardon, I mean Pharaoh. I’m always for- 
getting your demned name/ 1 

“Sir,” remarks c the little man, drawing himself Up, 
“my name is Raphael Levison, as I have told you 
before; and I’m not a waiter, unless it is 0 waitingJK>r 
you to p*ay your bills.” * 

✓ “Ya-as, I remember.” Bar-Sfnister adjusts Jib 
eye-glass carefully and looks over the gentleman con- 
frftnting him, with % placid stare. “You’re waiting in 
America to collect six thousand and odd pounds the 
, day I marry Miss Bulger. 'Hope you’re a good waiter — 
tlon’t get tired* and all that sort of thing, yer know*. 1 * 
“Don’t fear me, my l^rd,” mutters Levison. “I’ll 
*tick to you tike a postage stamp.” c 

“I say, how the devil did you get in here, anyway?” 
queries Bar-Sinister in his most nonchalant tone. 

“ Like you, I was invited. I didn’t sneak my way 
into Mr. Bulger’s german; but I’m Agoing to dance it 
with Miss Evelyn. Ta! ta! they’re’ preparing for 
^he cotillion. ” 1 k 

“You are going to dance with — with Miss Evelyn! 
You are going to put your greasy arm around her beautiful 
waist? ” falters George, looking in something like horror 
upon the little bill t collector. Then he breaks, out Y 
“By Jove, if you dance the gertnan with her, I* 
shall ask permission to lead one figure of it And in 
that figure 0 1 will kick you around the room %nd t£li 
them it’s the latest imported fad for the the 

Harvard-Princeton-Yale-fodtball figure, don’t yer*fcnow. 
And they’ll all follow my lead, don’t yer see, 
on you. They’ll think it’s the proper 
to imitate me* thojfc ©haps 



English figure will be a success, don't yer see! But 
there won’t be much left of you to enjoy it, demned 
if there will !” 

“If you lay a hand on me, so help me — -or a foot 
either,” mutters little Levison, “ I'll blow on you. I’ll 
tell how you are marrying the old woman for her 
ready. 1*11 tell hot* you love the pretty one — the one 
you think would be contaminated bf my arm in the 
mazes of dance. 1 will, by the soul of Potiphar a*nd 
Pharaoh and ewery other blasted thing youVe called 
me— I’ll tell her! * 

But just here Seraphia comes in commandingly and 
says: “George, I’ve been looking* for you. Thfi> is 
our dance, Bar-Sinister . ,f • •* 

On this George gives a sardonic laugh and whispers 
into Lettson’9 somewhat oily hair: “Tell her ! Lay 
yer two to one in mbnkcys — yer dort’t dare tell her! ” 
But Seraphia’s figure is so imposing, her mien so 
majestic, her eyes so indomitable, that little Levison 
quails before I tTT* and has not the courage to inform her 
that any man is marrying her for her money, or that # 
any qjan is goinjf to elope from lyr. 

Looking on ‘this George gives another vicious laugh, 
and leads Serapliia away to walk through the Lancets 
by her side. . 

’ “ By Heavens ! I wonder if you’ll laugh to-morrow 

morning at me, my lord,” snarls Levison, after his de- 
parting persecutor. 

• Suddenly he gtves a horrid snicker, 

Mirie is looking at him from the door of the apart 
menttlike a wandering fairy. Her bright eyes gaze 
inquiringly upon him; she steps to him and playfully 
whtopetv. “Are you ready for your Lochinvar act to- 
night » ” 

* “So help me ! Give me two more glasses of cham- 
and 1*11 do the trick, if he kills me for*it Won’t 
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it be a joke on him ? Won’t he offer up horrid cursejr 
when he discovers the little joke we’ve played on him ?’* 
“ Com§ !”< whispers Mirie, unheeding Mr. Levi- 
son’s excited ejaculations. Then she quickly leads 
the way out of the room followed by her co-con- 
spirator, though jq^t at the door the fairy cannot 
repress a merry elfin giggle. Levisqn fortunately 
thinks this is caused by glee at the despair that^s to 
come up<^i the Right Honorable George, and proceeds 
to his # adventure quite sturdily. # • 


• • 

• s 

* CHAPTER" XVII. 


THE QUININE ELOPiSMEJIT.* 

« 

ft 

* 

In the ballroom, Bar-Sinister has scarcely finished 
las dance with Serapjiia when Mirie appears among the 
moving throng. She gives him a look*’ that tells its 
•tale. At his first opportunity George flits from his„ 
fiancee’s side and htfs private converse with the elfin 
sprite. Her eyes are big, mysterious^nd excited. 
f She whispers: “ Now is the time tef do your part.” 

“ Is Levie*booked ? ” * 

“ Yes, I’ve just left him seated in the carriage and ' 
waiting for the coming one.” 

“You don’t think she will recognize him ? ” 
^-“Hardly* I've*taken the liberty of disguising him in * 
your hat and overcoat. ” 

“God bless you for the theft,” mutters George, ‘ 
wringing her hand. « 

“Now, do your part; get Evie and devote* five ’ 
minutes to making Seraphia supremely jealous. , Then . 
disappear both of you. Of course, if your fiancee sees 
you Ir*? dr about the grounds she won't believe you’re 
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going to bolt, and that’s an end of the affair.” Then 
she adds consideringly : 4 4 When the carriage has driven 
away I must see you at once. We must vent all 
scandal, if possible.” * 

44 Yes, I have thought of that,” says George. 44 I’ve 
got Jimmy in another turnout ready also. I shall pursue 
them in the form of the indignant lover to force him to 
marry her.” • * 

44 Oh, tohdt fun it will be,” giggles Mirip. 44 Get 
Evie' and make Spraphia jealous first, then count your 
chickens.” 

With this sage advice, Miss A^nitage places hqfself 
near the 44 betrothed*^” side to do her part in .the 
affair. m # 

. Now^ this kind of business beings very much to bis 
liking, George departs about it with unusual vigor, and 
for the first tim# since the nforning gets word with the 
beautiful creature whose loveliness this evening makes 
his eye-glass^ that he carries so superbly, quiver with 
anxiety— he is so afraid he wrll lose her. 

On seeing |iim Evelyn mutters reproachfully* 
44 Didn’t I a^k you not to spe£k to me until — until I 
could .answer y^u in an honest way, and not thrill with 
shame every tflme I look at Seraphra’s trusting face 
4 ‘You carp surely accept my attentions,” answers 
Bar-Sinisfer, chewing his mustache, 44 as you do those 
of any other gentleman in the ballroom.” 

44 Well, then^ not one word,” .whispers the girl 
excitedly, 4 4 of what you spoke to* me 4his morning. 
Don’t make me blush every time I think of you. 
Dorft look at me so.” 

44 Of course not! Justgive me a dance, to keep my 
eye's off of you — won’t yer, now? Once — just for 
Florida!” ' 

; Jiis eyes have something. in them veiy hard to resist;* 
M ,Yes,” answers the? girl impulsively. # ■. 
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‘He passes his* arm around the dainty < waist 
trembles utider its lace and satin in answer to the cmem'/ 
of his gloved hand. They dance together — the muSte' 1 
takes them back to St. Augustine when the band on the 
Loggia first stimulated the passion in their souls. 

“I say,” he whispers, “isn’t this paradise, don’t yer 
know ? ” c 

“George, remember your promise, 1 ’ falters the* girl 
and withdraws from his arm. “ Seraphia’s looking ! ” * 
“ TJiat’s what I want her to do^-^says Bar-Sinister, 

. cheerily. “ I want her to be deuced jealous! ” “ 

“ t Of me? Horrible,! ” 

“ Because if she is I think she will break off with m&. 

C t ' • . 

to-night. In any event I, tell your father to-morrow 
ntorning. I can* t^tand this double} dealing any Iprtger, ” 
“Oh, George! murmurs Evi^, •‘^neither can II 
Tell me all about it.” c <: 

The next moment they 4re seated side by side in, a 
cool part of the conservatory. _ c 

This last, in Seraphia’S present state of mind, drives 
her distracted, for she is not able to. get to th<?m at. * ■* 
once.' A French Coi&l insists upon monopolizing her. 

At any other time his attentions would be pleasing. 
Nolv they are distracting, maddening. * 

“You vill ^permit me to remain by *ze side of ze ■*' 
beautiful queen of ze fete,” murmurs the Parisian. “I ‘ 
could not leave you if I ffibre to be sent away. Your -v 
c^guisite niece, sipe is ver’ beautiful too. Mon Dim t 
She should be transplanted also. Ah, zat would be to 
me mi beau piaisir ! One of ze beaut'ful Miss Bulgers , 
to England, ze other to France, that is not farf you* , 
could visit. Ah ! ze loveliness of this country wiO sobn ■ 
be taken from it. Pauvre Amtrique /” 

‘♦Yes, yes, Count/' .murmurs Seraphii; “bUJ 
thir ds almost a gasp, “ where is my niece? 
r Lord Bar^nfeter? ” ■ * •/. \ v • 
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She starts from the Count’s side; for George ^id 
Evie have suddenly disappeared, : 

She would follow in pursuit of them, but at this 
moment Mirie suddenly clutches her arm and whispers: 
“Seraphia, I’ve got something awful to tell you.” ' 
“Yes, but uthere’s George and dSvie? '* 

“ You must listen to me first, it is-^*come this way, 
keep*your nerves quiet — it’s about them ” *• 

“ Abouf them l Tell me at once!” 

“No, promise & be calm.” 

“I am calm.” “ J 

“Promise to be quieti' I 9 

^ “Don’t you see I'm 4 quiet? Don’t buzz about^«ne 
ljke a mosquito — get to bitijig! ” mutters Seraphia. 

* “Coijie into this^supper room scuyou can scream 
when I do bite,*’ yhispers Mirie.. “ There's nobody 
hereyef.” So they enter tfie portion of the Bulger 
m$nsiotf devoted to the pleasures of gastronomy, for 
' the supper ropm has not yet heen thrown open to the 
guests, Her^ they are alone. 1 
-V In # a bay wincjpw, even ntfw occupied by its little* 
table"* covered with snowy daiffask, cut glass,* and 
ornam^&tal china, and prettily decorated with flowers, 
for it is the very one that Seraphia has selecteoTAr 
-^George to sit fcy her side at supper, the anxious be- 
trothed turns and says: “Mirie, speak quick, you have 
^something to tell me? ” ** 

, “Yes, but drigk a glass of chartipa^fne first.” 

“ I’ve had four already. " r • 

“Then take something to quiet you — afid please sit 
dowtf” 

^ 4 J3ut 1 can’t, I must seeGeorge,” exclaims Seraphia. 

4 10 It is about him you wished to speak to me? I must 

f 'Gieorge-^-he has gone away somewhere with that 
it. Ah, here is Maddox ! ” f ot the door has just 
n$d and the faithful valet is entering, a chocolate ; 
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ic$ cream in his hand. In a flash she is by his side 
imperiously demanding: “ Maddox, where is your 
master?^ 

“ I don’t know'; ma’am/’ says that servitor nervously. 
“He — he told me to bring this ’ere hice cream to him 
in the refreshment r$om.” 

“Then he can’t be far off,” says Seraphia, with sud- 
den relief. “ I v ll take charge of the ice cream. # Go 
at once cjjid find your master for me. f He must be 
about if he gave you such directioe^-Go! ” for Mad- 
dox hesitates. ^ 

“ Beg pardon^ npr^im, but this ’ere hice cream ” 

,, ‘^Go! ” ' 'N 

1 C « 

And her manner is so imperious that Maddox mut- " 
tgrs sullenly “ ” and leaves on the word. 

“Now,” says Seraphia, sitting dowif beside Mira- 
belle, “ I’ll eat this ice cVeam while yyu tell me.” 

“ But I’m afraid ! You will be so excited !£ falters 
Mirie, nervously. * f 

“ No; ice cream always calms me,”%ay|, Miss Bulger, 

«. though she puts anxiouc. eyes upon Mitabelle as s^%. , 
swallows the first spoonful of the confection*, “1 
think Sherry ought to be ashamed of 4 his glares, ” she 
niucters. “ This is the most extraordinary chocolate I 
have ever eafcen. ” < ' ^ 4 

“ It’s some of his new imported styles, ‘poobably/** 
remarks Mirie. *e» 

“ But you wi^ going to tell me. ” 

“Oh, I d^n’t w^it to,” says the little imp, playing * 
her part. r 

“But you must. Die you bring me here toOnakV* 
an idiot of me ? ” And Seraphia’s voice is very stern. 

“Well, then-— but I hate to betray George’s corifi* ^ 
dence,” mutters Miss Sly-puss, holding her head do\?p 
and working up the affair deftly. * 

“Georgfe’s confidence! What confidence has %he ^ 
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man to whom I am betrothed from me; what confi- 
dence that you dare not tell me ? ” And Seraphia’g*ex- 
citement is such that she pegs away at the jge cream, 
notwithstanding it is undoubtedly* the worst that 
celebrated caterer, Sherry, has ever put before the 
public. “ TeU me; don’t hesitate! ” 

“Well, then , poor Seraphia ” % 

ik JdQx\'X.dare condole with me! Confide in me«first— 
the truths” * , 

“Well, then,'^^aphia, George and Evie intend to 
elope to-night.” • , ■ 

“George and Evie ! — 1o-night?^igasj*> the jealou^ne, 
dropping the last spodhful of ice cream on the flpor 
with a little veil. A monjent after sffe mutters, “I 
won’t believe you. * Jtfy niece woulcyj’t do such a thing. 
She’s been true«to me all her life.” And there are 


tears in her ej^s. Next Ac mutters, “What hor- 
rible suspicions you are putting in my head, Mirabelle. 
How dare you ! I know your truthless tongue.” 

*, “Indeed, iTl^ive told the truth,” whimpers Mirie, 
»» for Seraphia’s manner is grewing*more and more ex* 
* cited* “ You-^you saw how conffised Maddox was’ when 
he wa$ ^ere a fw minutes ago; you saw how he hesi- 
tated. He doesn’t retifrn; it’s because he is gofclg 
t^with the eloptog couple. They are now#on their way 
to the curt-iage.” 

. u What /” This is a smJrt of agony as Seraphia 
springs up, almost knocking the tafc^c over. “ You’ll 
prove it, will you?” she whispers./ “you'll prove it t ’’ 
“Yes! ’’whispers Mirie, impetuously. * 

‘ “^Then .do so. Do so, or by the living Jingo I’ll — I’ll 


whale you! I’ve done it to girls as big as you when I 
Yi as a* school ma’am in Michigan* Your only safety^ 
.^viirabelle, is to prove it!” 

/\“And if I do,” answers Mirie, trembling, ^AirjJi 
jjjfia’s eyes are beginning to glow with a 
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baAeful light, “ what then ? You’ll talk to him '&n$ , 
he’ll persuade you that I lie, anyway,” arid s^he 
comments to whimper: “You believe every word he 
says. I’ll prove it, but you must prove it to yourself also /” 

“How?” 

“By taking Evi^s place in the wagon beside 
George. He wop’t know you in the darkness if you are 
wrapped up well, if you’ll only appear bashful and mod- 
est and diffident. Then when he gets *y°^ to New 
York fee’s got to marry you.” 

“Yes, he belqpgs to me, I bought him! I’ll have 
my^ound of flesh !• lie’s faithless why should I be 
honest? I’ll pjpy the trick onJbum and that minx, that 
Jezebel! Evie— E vie whom I loved ! Oh-oh! — A.h-ah!— 
B!l-eh! — I lov’d! ”• And Seraphia # sheds # tears that are 
like unto those of drunkenness. “.E^ic — for whom I 
bought him — who threw up the bargain- and Gcorge-^ 
George whom I adored sg I have given up b.ustn^s 
and put passion in my, soul — to who^gyes I have 
written poetry and become the sweet singer of 
Michigan : ** « 

Bar-Sinister, rny haughty lord. 

Whose soul can touch thy Cupid’^hctfd ? 1 
mjl What blushing maid's so sweet to Aee 

As thy beloved Seraph i a B.? • ; ■■ 

Don’t dare to laugh in my face, you little minxV 
Do your part ofthe work* Save your own worthless r 
neck lest I wrin^tit!” And Seraphi^. takes the fatr r 
white columtT that\Mirie prizes so much in her hands 
and looks idto Michelle’s affrighted eyes with glaring . 
optics, » . 

“Oh heaven! Mercy! What’s the matter with 
feraphiar-what’s the matter with you ? ” gasp^s Miri^ 
BRfcttiiig^for in truth Miss Bulger has now became 
7;/’ Though Mirie doesn’t guess what 1$ the 



-■/Sbf it is tweiity-two and a quarter grains of sfr0&g?6st 
bisulphite of quinine that is working on her powerful 
frame in a way that produces the weird efforts of an 
overdose of cinchona on humanity, f irst, strange and 1 
terrible excitement resembling drunkenness; next, the 
ringing of bells in the ears, and deafness and confusion 
and sleep. The former only is upon $eraph.ia now — 
excitement, * 

“Comer she hisses, as she stands over the shrink- 
ing plotter, “^feere are they, the perjured ones**” 
ft George is’ waiting for tier in the carriage/' whispers * 
Mirie, quaking, “and Evie is upstairs' putting on Jier 
wraps to join him/' f . , % ** 

“ Ah-ha! ” This is a whopp from Seraphia. 

Oh # heavens! (Jpn’t — don’t kilt them!” falter 
Mirie, who now shudders at the demon of jealously she 
has conjured up. • * 

Did the imp know that^ Seraphia was medicated 
she would probably die of fright. 

^r/^ril spare her life/’ mutters Seraphia, “but I’ll 
♦rob thte Jezebel oyier love — that*s all, her love ! Come * 
with nte, minion I” Then she strides from the room drag- 
ging Mirie, and. Ihey go to a dressing closet in the hall, 
where Seraphia* seizes a "long dolman, for use in wet 
feather, and vfraps it round her ball dress?, muffling up 
hiT face. ° 

. *Astbey pass into the darkfiess of the grounds Mirie, 
thdugh almost ha^f scared out of her wits, notes the aunt 
/does not look, so unlike her niece in die haV light; her 
. facets eobceaied and her ball dress is almost the same. 

' Guided by Miss Armitage, Seraphia gathering up her 
t^rts flies across the grounds, mounts the little stile 
^pd jumps ihto the road, then flits through the cprriag^ J 
the guests at the fete, and/ 
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Here she suddenly pauses and mutters, “Tipg!— 
Tiftg! — Don’t you hear them ? ” 

‘‘What ? ” gasps Mirie. 

“ My wedding bells! ” whispers Seraphia — “ Ting— 
Ting — Ting! On to the nuptials! ” And she drags the 
girl forward, and i$i fifty yards comes^ to a vehicle 
drawn up in the shade, the driver of which looks eagerly 
at them. t 9 

“ Thisjs the carriage, Evic," whispers Mirabelle, with 
an emphasis on the name. , Serapbja answers with a 
grip of the hand that nearly makes the Armitage infant 

w beside’^the carriage. ‘‘Is your 

master inside*’ asks Mirie. 

7 • 

m “Yes,” mutters^ the valet. ‘‘Would you please step 
inside, Miss llevelyn ? ” • * 

With a little squeal, half of horror discovering it is 
true, half of joy because she has defeated her conspir- 
ing niece, Seraphia skips into the carriage witK a vigor 1 
that astounds Mirie — &ie vigor of twenty-two and a - 
• quarter grains of quinine. . . 

Iq a flash the doo#is closed, the blinds drawnjdown; 
Maddox springs up beside^ the driver and says, 

* ‘'Westerly, and fifty dollars if you *make it in tti r o 
hours!” • \ • ' * 

m 

Slash goes the whip and the carriage fifes into the 
road en route for the nearest railway station at whiefv 
the midnight express stops. 

Turning ^romHhis scene in a somewhat perturbed* 
and wondering state of mind, Miss Armitage finds her-, 
self just as she enters the grounds of the villi' con- 
fronted by George. ♦ 

“I say, has she gone?” he asks eagerly. 

4jank God! And little Levison ?” 

/'’y. ’s in the carriage with her.” 


squeal. # . V 

.Maddox is standing 
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“A thousand blessings on you! Then 1*11 order up 
the other carriage, Jimmy will drive,** he says deter* 
minedly ; — then falters. “ But heaven help m$, I*m — 
I’m down in the mouth. I've been’ looking for a 
chocolate ice cream that beast Maddox was to leave 
for me in the refreshment room.'* * 


“ You — you won’t get it,” giggles Mij-ie hysterically, 
for Mjss Sly-boots has nearly been frightened oht of 
her life by Sei*aphia's irenzy. » 

“Why not?” \ 

“ Seraphia has eaten it.” ^ * 

“Then, by Jove! she’s taken -twenty- two an$ a 

.quarter grains of quince with her. Good heaveg*, 
she’s cinchonized ! ” # 

“ Cinchonized ? ghat’s that ? ” . • 

“Quininized* y<m’jl call it,” laugh^ Bar-Sinister. 
“Quininized !• gasps MiriS. “That’s the reason 
she went crazy and scared tl^ life out of me! Quinin- 
ized ! ” and the minx laughs till, there are tears in her 
sparkling eyes. A moment after she murmurs, “You 
r— you must go in pursuit of her ! ” 

<f That’s what I’m going to do, t>ut I’m not going to 
catch hfr until I «get to flew York. Maddox can do 
mor^fer her quifiinized than any doctor upon earth.* 

• 3jje iRiows all hbout cinchona symptoms* He’s had 
some fiendiSh experiences with me, I can tell yer,” says 
George, laughing. “Now, then, to explain to Evie.” 

And coming up to the Bulger’s vi41a, from which 
Lander’s music is still floating merrily, they enter the 


house to find, fortunately, the guests devoting them~ 
sdves % to supper so strenuously that nobody’s absence 
has been noticed. * 

, *“ ’fhis is luck, ” Remarks the Englishman. * 4 
V<? Joie gras and champagne and truffled turjJR/ fi 
cjrowd is after, not scandal.” -as fj 

4‘lmosit at the door of the m^sctf tingliJM&BttttL*' 






She sayii anxiously : * 1 Mine, what have yotf &&np 
Seraphia ? ” *' •'* ■ "V Y)\‘<y 

“ Come inhere, well tell you.” And getting her aWa^ ^ 
by herself the two explain the matter to her, though they v 
don’t dare to tell her that Seraphia has gofte away , 
quininized ; for the £irl breaks out at them indighintly : , : 
“Why did you do this thing ? ” * 


“ Because I loved # you,” whispers George. “Your 
aunt is all right. Keep quiet; avoid scandal. Maddox 
is with her ; everything is as straight as a trivet. + Your 
jHA&f will be married, but not to me. 


“Oh, this ft atrocious,” mutters Evie. “Mine, 
it was infamous in you.” «■ * 

#< There !” $>outs Miss Armitage. “You asked 
help you, and now I’ve (lone it, .you turn upon me, 
you, who will som*e day be — never ipmfi what! Evie, , 
you are a monst^r^of ingratitude ! % 

And she runs upstairs to rearrange her toilet, which 
has suffered somewhat fr$m Seraphia s grip, and chats * 
cheerily to the sleepy, chocolate-colored C caniche, mtir- • 
muring to him, “'Wait until I’m her mother, Abelard^ 
then Evie will be sorry she has been so hndqjUfpl a , 
child!” ' ‘ "■ / ‘/ v ■ 

<. ■ As for George he bolts to "his rpom^ takes a twenty 
two and a quarter grain quinine powder aftd l g4t$ in- « 
spiration from it. Putting a couple more iiiohis pocket’ 
he comes downstairs to fipd his adored anxiously ; / 


ingforhim. c \ 4, / r; 

/; “No on$ guesses yet,” she whirrs, 

into thp grounds together, where they c4u 
^pne. “ Our guests are all still at Supper, 

^rhust know.” ' % 

a word to him,” mterject^fiar-SiM^ 
poor little %evie/ ' 

, :>1 . ; — '" r " ' 

W he 





'.' Maddox .h^s dwecti?a&-.^'..Jtet. 
liiSelcrto'w ait the Waldorf exactly wherfe they «re ift New 
York, , you play the hostess here. Tell your guests 
' Steiraphia - is over-fatigued, and then naturally, my — 

; joy sweetheart having retired,” he winces at the word, 

; “ I have gone to my room for a pipe. But I'm not go- 
ing to my rodm for a pipe, I’m going to compel the 
marriage. And when I come back, ‘pray God. I will 
, be ftbie to say to your governor, * Old boy, we’ve loved 
each other ever, sinie we met in Florida, six months 
ago* — haven't wdj E vie? :M * * 

“ Oh, George ! ” murmurs the girl.* Then she sud- 
denly utters an. agitated exclamifion, blushes, flutters, 
■.turns her head away atid, droops her*glorious ^fes, 
for George, who is now quininized, and very active and 
smart, -has forgotten he has not feturned from New 
York, and Evie has»receivedjiis first kiss of love — no, 
the blackberry kiss was the first. 

Run into the house, k«cp the ball rolling, dance 
until morniug,” he adds, and. going from her finds 
jimmy with two fine horses ,in a light wagon, His, 
•.valise is already in it. , 

_ He* whisper^ to the little tiger: “ Get me to Westerly 
jp time to catc^*the 2 express for New York' and jt 
fe five pounds in your pocket." . 

* f‘ How much is them in dollars and cents?" asks 




“Twenty -five." 

• * : Smack! Slash! goes the whip! Jujray doesn’t wast 
, anytime discussing the. matter, and the carriage ftfl 
i ia fiapstnt of the other one, which George calculate^H 
“ &tpn the train just ahead of them, the one 

JwihrS ^tetwaid at th^t 
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•'■ ' • e ;i ' ' " ’ 

a :ai train and m now en route for New York, about 

fifteen minutes ahead of him. 

* 

“Jimmy,” he whispers, “drive back and tell your 
young mistress that it’s all right — by Quinine, i^s all 
right! ” and boards the 2 137 express which comes dash- 
ing in. f 

At seven in the morning he arrives in New York and 
fifteen* minutes afterward is at the Waldorf. Here, 
receiving a telegram tkat has been sent lym^ by Mad- 
dox, he mutters: “At Bulger’s town house,” and orders 
acab to be called. 


As he is leaviitg tke office the clerk remarks to him : 
“Tficre’s a cablegram just ‘come for Mr. Raphael 
Lev^son. We flon’t know his address, but he was here •* 
inquiring about you several times, immediately after 
your arrival, my lord, on the Teutonic ©Do yoh knoXv 
where he is?” * Q * 

c 

“Yes, I’ll see him in about ten minutes,” replies Bar- 
Sinister, pocketing the dis$a+ch. 

He is just stepping in£o the hack when & young man 
cwalksupand remarks: ‘.‘I saw the telegram addressed 
to you that came in <early this morning, my lord, and-° 
have called to know if you have any further comthuni- • 
cation to make about your approaching*marriagd?” • 

“Oh, ya-^s, ya-as, I remember yoij, you are the 
reporter on the Jacksonville Statesman, I bel^ve. Say^ 
you in Florida, don’t yer fcnow,” returns Bar-Sinister. 


j “Just at present I represent the New York Earth 
* nswers Mr. t Roberts. * * ■*, 

Quite rjght! Call on mq at Mr. Bulger's town ! - 


479 ^ Fifth Avenue,” remarks George, consulting 
4 \ tiki?* 9 * * * About two hours * from now 

I shall have something of interest.” . © , . 

_ l *' kis he gets into the cab and drives rapidly to • 
\ Jf ~ ui^^ nS *° n> munuur * n £ t0 himself sotio v&£: 

^ ^ i v bo proof for this affair, it’i* so J ; 



' the ladies’ - juGGERmfWP^*- 

k, ” *v 

vital?” Then he feels his pulse and Ikhghs to himself: 
14 Yes, I’m medicated for a fight to a finish ! ” * * 


CHAPTER XVIII. 


THE CONTESSA DI TESSE FERRARA. 


The carriage which* Seraphia and Levison are 
seated leaves Narragansett Pier behind it and dasher 
along the road toward Westerly. . 

On the box beside tt\e driver is Maddox, chatting 
to the man about the timj he’s making, and throw- 
ing out hints as to # the fifty dollars that he’s goiag 
to get if he drives them to Westerly in two hours. This 
fifty dollar bill rests on the dfiver’s mind so much that 
he talks of nothing else, bu|all the time Maddox has 
one ear open for what takes place in the carriage. 

• He expects moment by moment some sudden ear- 
, piercmg shriek o^ recognition from Seraphia when she* 
ji j to orers little Levison not ViscAmt Bar-Sinister is by 
Ti®*i<Je on this Cretna-G^reen journey. He is listening 
fbr^he muttefed executions of Levison when ‘lfe 
jrealize’s that bfcside him sits not the exquisitely beauti- 
ful Eveljfti Bulger, but the masculine and mature 
, Seraphia Bulger. • • 

£ut curiously enough none of these sounds rea^ 

6 Maddox’s listening ears. As they arrive# at West$ 
he thinks to himself : 4 1 This ’ere’s hextraordinary, 
blooming sound have I ’eard from either of them 
two hours.” • 

■ Which is true. Seraphia, quininized, has su 
ohs feelings, such jumping nerves, such ting^ 

of bells in her ears that her nervou 
* * * * 
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